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Abstract 
This thesis project involves the translation of a selection of short stories by Camille 
Deslauriers, a Québécois writer, from French into English, as well as the translation of a 
selection of short stories by Angie Abdou, a Western English-Canadian writer, from 
English into French. The thesis is divided into four chapters into which the translations 
have been inserted. The chapters provide an introduction and commentary to the 
translations. I begin by giving a brief overview of the importance of literary translation in 
Canada as well as a short description of Québécois and English-Canadian short fiction. 
This section introduces the two authors that have been chosen for this thesis, Camille 
Deslauriers and Angie Abdou, as well as their collections of short stories, Femme-Boa 
and Anything Boys Can Do respectively. I discuss various approaches to translation, 
literary translation, linguistic issues, the translation process, and the issue of mother 
tongue and directionality. Following the two introductory chapters are the translations. I 
have translated nine of Camille Deslauriers' short stories from Femme-Boa from French 
into English, and three of Angie Abdou's short stories from Anything Boys Can Do from 
English into French. In both cases, these are the first translations to be done of these 
authors' works. I then go on to describe certain challenges posed by the translations, 
giving examples of strategies adopted to resolve the problems. In the final chapter, I 
reflect upon the translation process as a whole, in light of the revisions done by both of 
my thesis advisors, in terms of vocabulary, syntax, bilingualism, and biculturalism. This 
reflection enables me to synthesize the knowledge that I acquired through the whole 
translation experience. 
Comparative literature, Quebec literature, English-Canadian literature, translation, 
Camille Deslauriers, Angie Abdou, short fiction. 
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Résumé 
Ce mémoire de maîtrise comprend la traduction de plusieurs nouvelles par Camille 
Deslauriers, écrivaine québécoise, du français vers l'anglais, ainsi que quelques nouvelles 
par Angie Abdou, écrivaine de l'Ouest canadien, de l'anglais vers le français. Ce 
mémoire se divise en quatre chapitres parmi lesquels les traductions ont été insérées. Les 
chapitres présentent une introduction ainsi que des commentaires sur les traductions. Je 
débute par une vue d'ensemble de l'importance que revêt la traduction littéraire au 
Canada, suivie d'une courte description de la nouvelle québécoise et canadienne-anglaise. 
Cette section présente les deux écrivaines retenues pour ce mémoire, Camille Deslauriers 
et Angie Abdou, ainsi que leurs recueils de nouvelles, Femme-Boa et Anything Boys Can 
Do respectivement. J'examine différentes approches de la traduction, la traduction 
littéraire, les problèmes linguistiques, le processus traductionnel et la question de la 
langue maternelle et de la directionalité. A la suite des deux premiers chapitres, 
j'enchaîne avec mes traductions. J'ai traduit du français vers l'anglais neuf nouvelles 
tirées du recueil de Camille Deslauriers, Femme-Boa, et de l'anglais vers le français, trois 
nouvelles tirées du recueil d'Angie Abdou, Anything Boys Can Do. Dans les deux cas, 
celles-ci sont les premières traductions en anglais et en français de ces recueils. S'ensuit 
une description de certains défis posés par les traductions dans laquelle je cite des 
exemples de stratégies employées pour résoudre les problèmes. Dans le dernier chapitre, 
je réfléchis sur le processus traductionnel dans son ensemble en me fiant sur les révisions 
faites par mes deux directrices de mémoire en termes de vocabulaire, de syntaxe, de 
bilinguisme et de biculturalisme. Ainsi je suis en mesure de faire la synthèse des 
connaissances acquises lors de cette expérience. 
Littérature comparée, littérature québécoise, littérature canadienne-anglaise, traduction, 
Camille Deslauriers, Angie Abdou, nouvelle. 
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Introduction 
Comparative Canadian Literature encompasses comparisons between Canadian and 
Québécois literatures and foreign literatures. Literary translation is part of comparative 
literature, and it is unequivocally part of the Canadian literary landscape. Translation has 
played an increasingly active role in Canadian literary interaction in the past fifty years. 
According to the Bibliography of Comparative Studies in Canadian, Québec, and Foreign 
Literatures website: 
In the second part of the twentieth century, as English-Canadian and Quebec 
literary production increased and diversified, there was a marked growth of 
interest in their translation. In the 1960s and 70s, in the face of Quebec's deep 
discontent and fears about its cultural and linguistic survival, literary 
translation, especially from French to English, began to flourish. It has since 
grown to play a consistent if subdued role in Canadian cultural life. In recent 
years, translations from English to French have begun to outnumber those 
from French to English. (Bibliography) 
Literary translation has been promoted in Canada through subsidies and grants. In 
1993, David Homel, in his article "Dans les deux sens," recorded 1166 translation grants 
that had been awarded by the Canada Council for the Arts since the grant program 
implementation in 1972 (134). Further research on the Canada Council for the Arts 
website in the writing and publishing section shows that, from 2001 to 2010, 1012 
additional grants were given for the same purposes (Canada Council for the Arts). Indeed, 
the number of literary translations has nearly doubled in the past decade, favoring cultural 
exchange between French and English Canada. 
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Within the MA in Comparative Canadian Literature at the Université de Sherbrooke, 
the translation of Quebec and Canadian literary texts is a subject of research and practice. 
This thesis project involves the translation of short stories by Camille Deslauriers, a 
Québécois writer, into English, and the translation of short stories by Angie Abdou, a 
Western English-Canadian writer, into French. 
The Québécois and English-Canadian short stories have evolved separately. I will 
therefore give a brief overview of the short story first in Quebec literature and then in 
Canadian literature, especially since the 1950s. 
In their article "Le territoire mouvant de la brièveté," Michel Lord and André 
Carpentier, who look at the evolution of the Québécois short story from the seventeenth 
century onwards, state that, until the Second World War, Québécois short story writers 
tended to be conservative in their writings. The ideologies that were embraced during that 
period were mostly nature-oriented. They also assert that, as of the 1950s, the number of 
publications increased significantly and all kinds of sub-genres, such as magic realism 
and science fiction, were undertaken in short fiction. Towards the end of the twentieth 
century, the short story had become a site of literary experimentation as writers began to 
work with different styles such as fragmentary discourse. Indeed, Lord and Carpentier 
recognize that Québécois authors are often torn between tradition and innovation: 
Sans doute, [...] pourrait-on parler de la lente mise en place d'une forme de 
dialogisme constant entre la doxa de la tradition et la doxa de l'innovation, 
l'une édictant un comportement scriptuaire régulier, conformiste, traditionnel, 
l'autre, un comportement irrégulier, non-conformiste, novateur, traçant ainsi 
les nouvelles voies de la diction esthétique. (12-13) 
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Michelle Gadpaille, in her book The Canadian Short Story, traces the history of the 
English-Canadian short story from the nineteenth century to today. She suggests that, 
until the 1950s, writers promoted ideals of realism, regionalism, and conservatism. From 
the 1960s onward, Gadpaille relates that some writers such as Alistair MacLeod and 
Margaret Laurence emphasized psychological truths (99), while others like Jack Hodgins 
and W.D. Valgardson challenged conventions (100) and began to experiment with 
fragmented texts, colloquial vocabulary, disrupted temporal sequences, narration, and 
visual and vocal effects. Authors like Margaret Atwood and Alice Munro worked with 
realism while borrowing techniques from the American short story, while others, such as 
Clarke Blaise, chose to write about their cultural heritage. Since the 1970s, many 
anthologies have been published, proving that the short story has acquired increasing 
popularity among Canadian authors and their readership. 
Lord, Carpentier, and Gadpaille all agree that the short story evolved in the course of 
the twentieth century. Before the 1950s, authors tended to be more conservative in their 
writings, whereas during the second half the century, they began to show interest in 
different writing styles. Deslauriers and Abdou are representative of this literary shift 
within short fiction. Born in the 1970s, both writers choose the short story to innovate: 
Deslauriers experiments with fragmented texts and narration, while Abdou assumes a 
colloquial voice in her writings. 
In this thesis, I apply the practice and study of translation to the genre of the short 
story, translating from French into English and from English into French. In her article 
"Littérature et trait d'union," Nicole Côté describes the translation of the short story as 
such: 
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Et la traduction ? Comment est-elle liée à ces activités de négociation des 
frontières entre identités / entités génériques ou géopolitiques incertaines ? Je 
voudrais parler ici de la traduction comme trait d'union entre les cultures. Le 
trait d'union possède la particularité d'unir deux termes distincts pour leur 
donner un troisième sens qui subsume les deux autres. Ainsi va la traduction : 
traduisant l'Autre, elle l'insère dans le Même et en modifie l'imaginaire au 
passage. (89) 
This thesis will allow me to negotiate these barriers between the two main national 
identities, to become the link between these two cultures, and finally, to foster personal 
growth through my translation and reflective experiences. 
This thesis examines the translation issues and challenges involved in the translation 
project. Chapter 1 introduces the two authors that have been chosen for this thesis, 
Camille Deslauriers and Angie Abdou, presents their collections of short stories, Femme-
Boa and Anything Boys Can Do respectively, as well as their publishing houses and, 
finally, compares both authors in terms of their backgrounds and writing styles. Chapter 2 
focuses on approaches to translation and is divided into five sections: general theories 
advanced over time in terms of translation; overview of literary translation and how it 
differentiates from other forms of translation; linguistic issues pertinent to the translations 
done within the framework of this thesis; translation process as part of the act of 
translating; and the issue of mother tongue and directionality. Following the second 
chapter of this thesis, I present my translations into English of nine of Camille 
Deslauriers' short stories from Femme-Boa and my translations into French of three of 
Angie Abdou's short stories from Anything Boys Can Do. In both cases, these are the first 
translations done of these texts. Chapter 3 concentrates on the challenges posed by the 
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translations where 1 shall provide examples of some of these encountered challenges and 
discuss the strategies adopted to resolve the problems. And finally, in Chapter 4, I will 
attempt to reflect upon the translation process as a whole through the revisions done by 
both of my thesis advisors in terms of vocabulary, syntax, bilingualism, and 
biculturalism. This will enable me to synthesize the knowledge that I acquired throughout 
this whole experience. 
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Chapter 1: The Authors and Their Works 
This section introduces both authors, Camille Deslauriers and Angie Abdou, whose 
stories are translated within the framework of this thesis in terms of their academic and 
writing backgrounds, followed by a presentation of their collections of short stories, 
Femme-Boa and Anything Boys Can Do, published in 2005 and 2006 respectively, and 
finally, a brief review of their publishing houses located in Quebec and Saskatchewan to 
place the authors in relation to the publishing contexts. Secondly, this introduction will 
serve as a basis for explaining the reasons that led to my choice of Deslauriers and Abdou 
and for comparing their similarities and differences as far as backgrounds, dominant 
themes, and writing styles are concerned. 
1. Camille Deslauriers 
Background 
Camille Deslauriers was born in Joliette in 1970. While she was doing her bachelor's 
degree at the Université du Quebec à Trois-Rivières (diploma received in 1992), she and 
several friends started "Les Salons littéraires," a group of students who shared a passion 
for writing. This led them to publish some of their literary creations in several papers. 
This experience, among others, is what gave Deslauriers the will and confidence to 
pursue her studies in creative writing. She obtained her MA and her PhD in creative 
writing at the Université du Québec à Trois-Rivières and Université de Sherbrooke in 
1996 and 2003 respectively. For almost a decade (2002-2011), Deslauriers taught at the 
Université de Sherbrooke subjects such as creative writing, Québécois literature, and the 
poetics of the short story, to name a few. In June 2011, she moved on to a teaching 
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position in creative writing at the Université du Québec à Rimouski. Besides teaching, 
Deslauriers has conducted writing workshops since 1992 for the Fédération québécoise 
du loisir littéraire, the Correspondances d'Eastman, the COOP de services aux écrivains 
de l'Estrie, and the Académie Antoine Manseau. 
In 1992, Deslauriers began publishing her stories in numerous Québec periodicals: 
STOP, En Vrac, Nouvelles Fraîches, Arcade, Sol 'air, Écrits Vains, Mosaïque, XYZ. La 
revue de la nouvelle, Jet d'encre, and Harfang. She won prizes in competitions organized 
by Délirium (fifth prize for the short story Ou Presque in 2005), XYZ (prize for the short 
story In illo tempore in 2000), Arcade (second prize for the short story II n'y a que ses 
mains in 1998), Sol'air (Prix Découverte for the short story Impulsion in 1995), and 
Nouvelles Fraîches (first prize for the short story Intermezzo in 1994). When in 2005 she 
published her first collection of short stories, Femme-Boa, six of the short stories had 
already appeared in periodicals. This collection was short listed for the Alfred 
DesRochers prize (a literary prize awarded to Québécois authors by the Association des 
auteures et auteurs des Cantons de L'Est) in 2006. She continues to publish her short 
stories in literary magazines, such as Vendredi in XYZ (2009) and Loin, si loin derrière 
les autres in Virages. In August, 2011, she published her second collection, Eaux 
troubles. 
In an email written to Deslauriers, I asked when she had actually started to write. She 
said that, since childhood, writing had always been part of her life. My second question 
related to her reasons for writing. Quoting from Femme-Boa, she replied: "Parce que 
j'habite le réel à temps partiel [...] Parce que des mondes, en moi, demandent à vivre. Et 
parce que le réel ne suffit pas, parce qu'il ne suffira jamais. Tout simplement." (Feb. 7, 
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2009) To my understanding, writing is an outlet for her, where she can develop and 
explore fantastic ideas. It certainly explains the passion she puts into her writing and her 
obvious love for words. 
About Femme-Boa 
Writing can be a long creative process that involves developing characters and 
constructing intricate plots, sometimes over a period of years. Such was the case for 
Camille Deslauriers. The character of the Boa Woman began taking form when 
Deslauriers was completing her bachelor's degree. She had written two pages including a 
broad outline and set it aside, not quite ready to deal with this character just yet. During 
her master's studies, she returned to her pages, decided that the Boa Woman would be a 
seductress, and began writing the stories. Finally, while she was doing her PhD, 
Deslauriers wished to compile her stories into a book, knowing this would be her last 
opportunity to write while being supervised. She wrote her stories in groups of three, 
according to themes and characters' (Interview, 20 April 2010). Weaving the threads of 
her stories, she continued to write under the supervision of her dissertation advisor, 
Christiane Lahaie. This led to a collection of short stories, Femme-Boa, which came to be 
published in 2005 by L'instant même. 
Femme-Boa encompasses sixteen interdependent short stories, all of which are 
centered around the Boa Woman, a female artist who evolves into a woman who scatters 
her paintings everywhere, constantly leaves the men she associates with, and recklessly 
abandons her children to just about anyone. 
1 Interview conducted with Camille Deslauriers on April 20, 2010, at the Université de Sherbrooke, 
regarding her collection of short stories. 
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The characters delineated in Deslauriers' stories either have direct or indirect 
relationships with the Boa Woman. From one story to the next, the narrator changes, 
enabling readers to experience emotions and hold other points of view than that of the 
Boa Woman's. Some stories are narrated through the eyes of a child (A cappella and Un 
cadavre sur la langue), which requires readers to identify with a child's way of thinking. 
Other stories, such as Intermezzo, render the thoughts of a teenager who harbours 
intimate feelings for her piano teacher. The narration becomes more graphic when, in 
Demain, the Boa Woman is seen through the eyes of a male lawyer, propelling readers 
back into adulthood. Throughout the sixteen stories, the change of narrator allows the 
readers to construct an image of the Boa Woman. From one story to the next, the 
character of the Boa Woman is developed through the eyes of the narrators, which in the 
end confirms that she is an unstable woman who voluntarily leaves behind her paintings, 
her children, and the men in her life. 
This constant change in perspective brings Deslauriers to explore themes: music, 
painting, childhood, death, sexuality, and suicide. Interspersed among these subjects are 
well-crafted mineral, plant, and liquid metaphors. Although these themes tend to have 
connotations of a depressing nature, the author manages to include humour, which makes 
the reader smile on several occasions. 
Femme-Boa has received several reviews, both favourable and less favourable. The 
book seems to appeal more to women. Deslauriers admits that her collection had a streak 
of feminism, which could explain the difference of opinion (Interview, 20 April 2011). 
Marie-Élaine Bourgeois writes: 
Camille Deslauriers, une auteure de talent, propose ici un premier recueil de 
nouvelles au style travaillé. Soutenues par une écriture poétique, dotées de 
jeux de mots savoureux et de métaphores rafraîchissantes, les nouvelles 
présentées épousent fort bien la structure traditionnelle de la nouvelle. [...] 
L'auteure réussit à conduire le lecteur bien au-delà de la réalité. [...] Femme-
boa réussit le défi de transporter dans un monde fantastique, sensible, 
humain. La magie opère et tranquillement on bascule dans cet univers 
réconfortant, plein de fantaisie et d'images savoureuses (Nuit blanche, 2006). 
Michel Lord expresses a slightly more critical reaction: "Comme on le voit, le discours, 
dérape, dérive - comme cela est souvent le cas dans un certain type de nouvelle 
contemporaine - parfois, mais se maintient toujours presque toujours dans une forme de 
réalisme pycho-(patho)logique" ( University of Toronto Quarterly, 2007). 
About L'instant même 
Deslauriers' Femme Boa was published in 2005 by L'instant même. This publisher 
was established in 1986 with the primary objective of encouraging short-story writers to 
publish their creations. Less than a decade later (1993), L'instant même widened its range 
to include genres such as novels, essays, and theatre. The publishing house states that, for 
each genre, the following criteria must be met: the beauty of the text and the significance 
of literature and language in today's culture (L'instant même, "historique" page). 
Over the years, this publishing house assumed an active role in the success of a 
plethora of writers. L'instant même has not only published the work of Québécois 
writers, but also, in translation, English-Canadian (Jane Urquhart), Peruvian (Miguel 
Almeyda Morales), Algerian (Roland Fuentès), German (Hans-Jurgen Greif), Portuguese 
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(Armando Santiago), and Russian (Olga Boutenko) writers. Many are academics who 
completed their studies in creative writing or in literature and currently teach at the 
college and university levels, whereas others conduct workshops on literature, are literary 
critics, or translate literature. Some do not limit themselves to one genre, but rather tend 
to experiment in more than one style of writing. Among these writers, some have been 
nominated for or have been awarded various literary prizes. For example, Christiane 
Lahaie received the Grand Prix du livre de la ville de Sherbrooke in 2004 for Hôtel des 
brumes and was short listed in 1998 for the same prize for Insulaires; La Brigande and 
Toute la vie by Claire Martin were both short listed for the Prix des Abonnés de la 
bibliothèque de Gabrielle Roy in 2002 and 2000 respectively; and Lori Saint-Martin was 
a finalist in 2000 for the Grand Prix des Lectrices Elle for Mon père, la nuit. AU of these 
books were published by L'instant même. 
L'instant même has also been a stepping stone to several foreign and English-
Canadian authors in translation into French and perhaps even to a few translators. Some 
books have been translated from Spanish, Russian, English, and Dutch. In 1995, Florence 
Bernard, a former student of the Université de Sherbrooke, won the John Glassco prize 
for her translation of Alistair MacLeod's The Lost Salt Gift of Blood (Cet héritage au 
goût de sel). Similarly, Nicole Côté's translation of Jane Urquart's Storm Glass ( Verre de 
tempête) was short listed for the Governor General's Award in 1997. Without a doubt, 
this publishing house does not limit its interest to Québécois and English-Canadian 
writers exclusively, but includes foreign writers and works in French translation as well, 
believing that the voice of the "Other" is expressed through translation: 
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Il allait de soi pour un éditeur ayant immédiatement affiché sa volonté à 
l'égard de la littérature (l'accueillir, la présenter, en débattre) de ne pas s'en 
tenir au domaine national ou à l'aire francophone. Aussi L'instant même 
intègre-t-il à son catalogue des écrivains étrangers à la fois pour les faire 
connaître à son lectorat et pour les placer sur la même tribune que les auteurs 
québécois. La littérature se décline volontiers sur le mode de l'ouverture. 
(L'instant même, "traductions" page) 
It seems clear that L'instant même has an intuitive faculty for discovering talent; it is 
no wonder that Camille Deslauriers is among those writers who were chosen by this 
publishing house. 
2. Angie Abdou 
Background 
Angie Abdou was born in Moose Jaw, Saskatchewan, in 1969 to a family with a 
Syrian background. During his childhood, her grandfather moved to Ontario and later, as 
an adult, to Saskatchewan. He died when Adbou's father was but a boy, never passing on 
his cultural heritage to his son. Abdou grew up speaking English, her mother tongue. 
She received her bachelor's degree in English from the University of Regina in 1991, 
her master's degree in English from the University of Western Ontario in 1992, and in 
2009, a Ph.D. in English Literature from the University of Calgary. In 1991, she won the 
First Prize in the Trent Undergraduate Essay Contest and the Burke Gaffney Book Prize 
for the best undergraduate essay on Shakespeare and Milton. Throughout her studies, she 
was granted scholarships such as the Ontario Graduate Scholarship (1992-1994), the 
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SSHRC Research Fellowship (1994-1996), and a Graduate Research Fellowship (2006-
2010). Abdou's work has appeared in Canadian periodicals such as Other Voices, Spring, 
Grain, and The Harpeweave. She lives in Fernie, British Columbia, with her husband and 
two children, and teaches at the College of the Rockies. 
Abdou began writing her collection of short stories, Anything Boys Can Do, in 1999, 
but only in 2006 was it published by Thistledown Press. Her second project was The 
Bone Cage, her first novel, which came out in July, 2007 (NeWest Press). This novel has 
recently been named the 2011-12 MacEwan Book of the Year, and was one of the top 
five finalists in CBC's 2011 Canada Reads, picked as the best novel by Georges Laraque. 
In this novel, Abdou steers away from the familiar themes of Anything Boys Can Do to 
explore new territory, that of athletes who are coming towards the end of their careers. 
Issues of body and identity are addressed. And finally, in February 2011, Abdou 
published The Canterbury Trail, a second novel about mountain culture (Brindle & Glass 
Press). She is definitely not the kind of writer who adheres to the same topics from one 
book to the next, but on the contrary, seems to enjoy addressing new subjects. 
Before devoting herself to writing fiction, Abdou acquired experience by writing 
pragmatic texts: academic articles, business writing, newspaper articles, and operational 
manuals (Hopkins). Now, she divides her time between her family, teaching, writing, and 
giving book readings throughout British Columbia, Alberta, and Saskatchewan. 
About Anything Boys Can Do 
Anything Boys Can Do is the result of a series of trying circumstances. First, Abdou 
was involved in a head-on collision with another vehicle and she almost died. Luckily, 
she survived this accident with only a broken back. However, this traumatic experience 
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made her rethink her life. She had always wanted to write fiction, but never got round to 
it, until her accident (Riess, 2007). Second, her first marriage, followed by its breakup, 
got her thinking about heterosexual relationships. A few years before the end of her 
marriage, Abdou began writing the stories in Anything Boys Can Do. Following her 
teachers' advice, she wrote about what she knew; going even further, she wrote about the 
things that obsessed her: "I was indeed obsessed by heterosexual relationships, 
particularly by perfectly nice people doing perfectly awful things to each other in the 
name of sex or love" (Tessman 21). 
This collection of twelve stories is about women of all ages and from different 
backgrounds who are dissatisfied with their lives, especially with the men they associate 
with. In some stories, the female protagonists find themselves bored with their marriages, 
which leads them to extramarital affairs. In other stories, the women are younger, single 
at times, and they enter into casual relationships. Generally, the men Abdou depicts are 
flawed and the women are searching for their identities while pursuing sexual 
relationships; hence the following themes are: monogamy, marriage, separation, sexual 
and platonic relationships, and intimacy. For example, in A Shallow Lake, the female 
protagonist, who remains nameless throughout the story, is a single woman having dinner 
with a male colleague. Abdou depicts this man as being trendy because of the clothes and 
expensive jewellery he wears, but especially as someone who is full of himself. Although 
the protagonist judges and even makes fun of his superficiality all through dinner, in the 
end, she decides to disregard it and use him as her "crutch," seeing that she has nothing to 
lose. 
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As in every story, there is the introduction to the characters and the situations in 
which they are involved, the climax, and finally, the resolution where the characters find 
a way to settle their problems. However, in most of Abdou's stories, the female 
protagonists come out in the end just as confused as they were at the beginning. This 
recurring pattern gives the book somewhat of a cynical tone. Nevertheless, Abdou 
manages to weave narratives that include humour, which lightens the overall mood. 
These stories are set in reality, enabling readers to relate to the characters, whether they 
appreciate them or not. 
Abdou is better known as a Western writer. After giving readings from Anything Boys 
Can Do across British Columbia, Alberta, and Saskatchewan, Abdou received mostly 
positive reviews. Bronwen Welch from the Victoria Times Colonist says that "Abdou 
confirms for us that the female frame is capable of holding within itself a multiplicity of 
complications and contradictions. [...] The message of this collection is inspirational and, 
I would agree, very important." Jocelyn Thomas of the Fernie Free Press goes even 
further in her review: 
There is little luck involved in Abdou's growing success. The first book 
brought authentic introspection and ripe insight into intimate moments of 
daily life. Beautifully written, her style is intricate, taut, clever, and hip. It has 
a rhythmic, fluid quality, and the cultural cues are entertaining. Abdou is 
fluent, easy, and poetic in metaphor and simile: from "the land" that "rolls in 
a lullaby" to the dust on the road that is like "a cloud that's lost its place." All 
of this augurs well for her coming novel (quoted in full from Abdou's official 
website). 
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On a more personal note, Abdou's least favourite critique comes from her husband, who 
describes Anything Boys Can Do as a "male-bashing book." (Tessman 21) To a certain 
extent, he is right since, as previously mentioned, the men depicted in these stories are far 
from perfect. Abdou partially agrees with this statement: "It's true that men don't come 
off looking too great in this collection, but neither do women" (Tessman 21). Indeed, the 
women come out as being unfaithful and just as confused in the end. 
About Thistledown Press 
Anything Boys Can Do, Abdou's first book, was published by Thistledown Press in 
2006. Located in Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, Thistledown Press, an independent literary 
press, was founded in 1975, with an aim of promoting the poetry of Prairie writers. 
Eventually, fiction for adults and young adults was added to their catalogue. Although 
most of their writers come from the Prairies, they also publish writers from across Canada 
and are ready to take on young and new Canadian writers. On its website, Thistledown 
Press states the following: 
When Thistledown began publishing it was motivated by the respect we had 
for the writer's craft and the magical mix that made a writer's voice 
distinctive. While one may dominate the other, there is usually a "quality" 
that can be perceived when both these elements are present. It certainly isn't a 
perfect science for publishing but it is something that has guided our selection 
process through the years. (Thistledown Press, page on writers and readers) 
Many books published by Thistledown Press have been nominated for or have received 
awards, such as The Monkey/ace Chronicles by Richard Scarsbrook who won the 2011 
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OLA Forest of Reading White Pine Award. Since 1975, they published 250 books and 
170 are still in print. 
Thistledown Press has launched the writing careers of a number of writers and, in 
other cases, assisted writers who had already published in pursuing their literary interests. 
The writers that Thistledown Press takes on come from very different backgrounds. Some 
are academics (Antonia Banyard, Peter Christensen, and Sheri Benning, for example) 
who have studied in English, literature, and creative writing, while others specialized in 
various subjects such as history (Patricia Bow), education (Helen Mourre), law (Kate 
Sutherland). Interestingly enough, some writers are actors (Tom Bentley), screenwriters 
(Marty Chan), lawyers (Eric Cline), and singers (Martha Brooks), to name a few. The 
publishing house's most prolific writers are Gertrude Story (six books) and the late John 
Victor Hicks (nine books). Some of these authors earned prestigious awards. For 
example, Dianne Linden's Shimmerdogs was short listed for the Governor General's 
Award for children's literature in 2008. Writers such as Allison Maher and Tom Wayman 
were nominated in 2008 for the 2008-09 Red Cedar Award and shortlisted for the Danuta 
Gleed Literary Award respectively, in the category First People's Publishing. 
Based on the criteria established by Thistledown Press and its history, it is no surprise 
that Angie Abdou's manuscript was accepted for publishing. Besides teaching, which is 
her main occupation, this author has a passion for writing. The publishing house 
addresses future writers as people "who want to write rather than just be seen as a writer" 
(Thistledown Press website, writers and readers page), thus implying that it is an 
important criterion should a writer wish to be published. Such a criterion was certainly 
met by Angie Abdou. 
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3. Comparing authors 
For some students, choosing an author to translate is easy to do, supposing that the 
writer is someone that they always dreamed of translating. For this thesis project, 1 
wanted to translate both from French into English and from English into French. 1 wished 
to translate short stories rather than a few chapters from a novel in order to have a sense 
of completion. I realized that I had found a suitable English Canadian short story writer 
when I read Angie Abdou's Anything Boys Can Do. First, her book was a collection of 
short stories I found entertaining and wryly humorous. Second, she was my age and 
therefore, from my generation. And third, she explored themes I could relate to. At this 
point, these were my established criteria. 
I wanted to find a Québécois writer that met the same basic criteria. When I read 
Camille Deslauriers's Femme-Boa, I realized I had found the French-language collection 
I wanted to translate. Deslauriers wrote short stories, she was from my generation, and 
the subjects that she addressed inspired me. 
Now that I had found both of "my" writers, two more prime reasons accounted for my 
choices. First, looking back at the work I had done within the context of my classes at the 
master's level, I noticed that I had translated the work of women and that I showed 
interest for feminist writing. I do not claim that Abdou and Deslauriers are feminists. 
However, there is a feminist streak in their writing. Second, I began thinking of the 
reasons I wanted to become a translator. Beside the fact that I love to work with words, I 
always wanted to contribute to helping writers be discovered in other cultures. It is 
difficult for writers to make a name for themselves in their mother tongue, let alone in 
other languages. Abdou and Deslauriers are not well-known outside of their respective 
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English Canadian and Québec cultures, but they both love to write and have something to 
say. By translating their work, I could perhaps enable readers from the "other" culture to 
discover and appreciate them as I have. 
Similarities 
These two authors were born a year apart (1969 and 1970) and therefore, belong to 
the same generation. They both are academics who received their Ph.D.: Deslauriers, in 
creative writing and Abdou, in English literature. During their studies, they both were 
granted scholarships to encourage them in their writings. After and during their graduate 
studies, Deslauriers and Abdou taught courses at the university level. 
With respect to their writings, Deslauriers and Abdou also share similarities. They 
both decided to début their writing careers with a collection of short stories, which they 
began to write while they were completing their graduate studies. Femme-boa and 
Anything Boys Can Do were published a year apart (2005 and 2006). And finally, they 
have two themes in common. Women are at the centre of their stories and both writers 
explore the subtleties of platonic relationships and sexuality. 
Differences 
Obviously Deslauriers and Abdou grew up and pursued their studies in different 
cultures, different provinces, and different languages, but their dissimilarities also lie in 
their writing. First, their collections of short stories are built differently. Deslauriers's 
stories are interdependent as the Boa Woman remains the leading character in each story, 
whereas Abdou's stories are in no way linked to one another and can be treated 
separately. Second, Deslauriers weaves subtle patterns of images and Abdou tends to be 
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more straight forward and concrete. The question of imagery will be addressed further, in 
Chapter 3. Third, some of their themes differ in that Deslauriers, beside women and 
sexuality, explores motherhood, childhood, and death, while Abdou addresses the 
subjects of marriage and separation. Finally, their writing styles are distinct. Deslauriers 
tends to be more poetic and formal and Abdou is rather informal. This question shall also 
be raised in Chapter 3, as it will require different strategies on the translator's part. 
Despite the fact that both authors share similarities, it is their differences that will 
pose many challenges for the translator who will have to work steadfastly to translate 
Deslauriers's stories and find equivalencies to translate Abdou's stories. 
21  
Chapter 2: Approaches to Translation 
This chapter will first explore some of the theories advanced on the subject of 
translation in general, including the age-old dichotomy between free translation and 
literal translation, and will give a brief overview of approaches taken by scholars. In the 
second section, I will focus on literary translation and how it differs from other forms of 
translation. The third section will examine some linguistic issues that must be taken into 
account in translating between English and French; our point of reference will be Jean-
Paul Vinay and Jean Darbelnet, who provide insight into these two language systems. A 
fourth section pertains to the translation process and ways of understanding the cognitive 
processes involved as translators perform their art. Since I propose to translate from 
French into English and from English into French within the framework of this thesis, I 
have included a final section on mother tongue and directionality, an important issue that 
necessitates some discussion since, through my translations, 1 will be challenging some 
traditional views. 
1. Overview of Theoretical Approaches to Translation 
Approaches to translation can be compared to a continuum whose opposite poles are 
defined as literal translation and free translation. Some theorists have maintained that a 
translation should reflect the ideas, style, and manner of the source text; yet others have 
stressed that a translation should be idiomatic and read like an original composition in the 
target language. There may seem to be an apparent contradiction in these stances. In fact, 
translation usually involves the blending of these two approaches, with the translator 
negotiating his or her way through a text, translating fairly literally where a close 
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rendering is idiomatic in the target language, and using paraphrase and equivalent 
expressions where a less literal approach is required. 
Over the centuries, theorists have debated whether translations should privilege 
meaning or form. For example, in the 4th century, St. Jerome advocated sense-for-sense 
rather than word-for-word translation. In his letter to Pammachius regarding the best 
method of translating, he explained that to make a good translation, translators had to 
distance themselves from the wording of the original text to better render its meaning 
(61). He was criticized for emphasizing meaning rather than words in his translations of 
the Vulgate, a Latin translation of the Bible (57). In one of his essays on the best method 
of translating, he openly stated: 
Oui, quant à moi, non seulement je le confesse, mais je le professe sans gêne 
tout haut : quand je traduis les Grecs - sauf dans les saintes Écritures, où 
l'ordre des mots est aussi un mystère - ce n'est pas un mot par un mot, mais 
une idée par une idée que j'exprime (59). 
When translating the speeches of Aeschines and Demosthenes, St. Jerome admitted 
readily to rewriting and translating the texts, while taking into account the sentences, 
stylistic devices, and thoughts, and using terms specific to the Latin language (60). In 
short, he believed that to make a good translation, the translator had to distance himself 
from the source text to better render its meaning. 
Closer to us, in his analysis of Homer's translations, Jorge Luis Borges studied the 
translation of adjectives. His analysis revived the debate between Francis Newman and 
Matthew Arnold, two nineteenth-century theorists who each formulated a pragmatic 
theory concerning the best translation method (293). This debate could be compared to 
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the literal translation versus free translation dichotomy. On the one hand, Newman 
preferred literal translation as he believed in the importance of preserving verbal 
peculiarities, which, for Borges, can generate several surprises in the target language. On 
the other hand, Arnold favored free translation. According to him, it is best to eliminate 
all unnecessary details from the source text. Borges supposed that the advantage to this 
method is that it can bring uniformity to the text. While examining both methods, Borges 
brought out two essential elements. In free translation, the translator demonstrates more 
interest for the text than the writer, whereas literal translation tends to put more emphasis 
on the writer. 
More recently, in the 1980s, Peter Newmark, a British translation theorist, drew the 
distinction between semantic translation and communicative translation. According to 
Newmark, "semantic translation attempts to render, as closely as the semantic and 
syntactic structures of the second language allow, the exact contextual meaning of the 
original," whereas "communicative translation attempts to produce on its readers an 
effect as close as possible to that obtained on the readers of the original" (39). 
Lawrence Venuti, a translation theorist and historian, formulated the dichotomy in 
terms of two translation strategies, foreignization and domestication. The strategy of 
foreignization consists of bringing the reader closer to the writer by preserving the 
foreignness of the source text in the target language. Domestication, on the other hand, 
requires the translator to bring the writer closer to the reader by disregarding the 
foreignness of the source text while conveying the message through syntax and 
metaphors that are characteristic to the target language. Thus theoreticians have often 
presented these contrasting approaches in different terms, but the underlying difference 
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remains: the word-for-word approach privileges the original text and author and brings 
the reader to them; the sense-for-sense approach privileges the readers of the target text, 
and brings the original text to them. 
Throughout history, trends in approaches to translation have varied, often reflecting 
the status of the languages and literatures in question. For example, in 17th century 
France, the belles infidèles2 were translations into French in which the translators 
liberally adapted original Greek and Latin texts to reflect the contemporary literary 
French style, in many cases changing the meaning and intention of the original. In their 
translations of Greek and Latin texts, these translators were preoccupied with conveying 
the esthetics and norms of the target language, French. 
In spite of the numerous discussions over the centuries among translators and 
theorists, there are still no clear answers to the many questions that have been addressed. 
However, translators must be aware of the different dichotomies that have been put forth 
within translations studies since they ultimately influence the choices made during the 
translation process. Within the framework of this thesis, the translator will have to take 
into consideration the literal translation versus free translation and foreignization versus 
domestication dichotomies. 
In the past fifty years, translation has become a new independent academic discipline, 
drawing from other fields of study such as comparative literature, linguistics, 
communication studies, philosophy, and cultural studies. Nowadays, we can distinguish 
between various views of translation: translation as an act of communication, common to 
2 The belles infidèles refer to the status of translation and the status of women: both are artistically 
beautiful but unfaithful. 
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non-literary and unmarked texts; translation as literary creation, where translation 
conveys the meaning of the source text, but also implies a comparison of literatures; and 
translation as a political act, associated with questions of power, issues of gender, 
postcolonialism, and cultural studies. Seeing as this thesis project concentrates on the 
translation of literary texts, we will explore "translation as literary creation" in the 
following section. 
2. Literary Translation 
How does literary translation differ from pragmatic translation? There are common 
features required of any competent translator: knowledge of the source language, 
knowledge of the target language, knowledge of the domain and finally, knowledge of the 
other culture. A brief review of the differences between pragmatic and literary translation 
will put into focus the distinctive features of the literary translator. Pragmatic translation 
has a normative function and the challenges posed are often of a terminological nature 
since the language used is specific to a domain. Literary translation, on the contrary, 
performs an expressive function. The source of difficulty then becomes of stylistic nature; 
thus, language is used for aesthetic purposes and illocutionary effect. This ultimately 
echoes the "literal versus free translation" dichotomy. In a pragmatic text, meaning can 
be seen as more concrete and definable, and the translator primarily focuses on 
communicating the literal and lexical meanings. Yet in literary translation, meaning is 
less definable. At times, it is figurative and hidden, forcing the translator to search for the 
connotative meaning. Moreover, literary translation does not only involve translating 
words, it involves translating a culture. In Translating Literature, André Lefevere states 
that "language is the expression of a culture, many of the words in a language are 
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inextricably bound up with that culture and therefore very hard to transfer in their totality 
to another language" (17). 
Judith Woodsworth defines literary translation as such: 
Provisoirement, on pourrait la [traduction littéraire] définir ainsi : traduire un 
texte littéraire, c'est créer dans une autre langue un autre texte parallèle à 
l'original, avec lequel le traducteur se reconnaît des affinités particulières et 
qu'il se donne pour mission de transmettre et de faire reconnaître dans sa 
propre culture (125). 
The literary translator bonds with the writer of the original text through affinities and 
respect. However, too much respect for the original may lead to literality. In short, the 
most important quality of literary translators is to be creative, which is probably the most 
formidable challenge literary translators must face. They must be faithful to the author 
and to their creativity, all the while conveying semantic content. For example, finding 
equivalents is an essential component of creativity. As will be demonstrated in the 
following chapter, there are some expressions for which there is no exact equivalent in 
the target language. Thus, the translator must create an expression that renders the 
meaning of the original expression, all the while retaining its literary style. Indeed, 
translation of a literary work is a literary act in its own right. 
In this particular thesis project, I am undertaking the literary translation of a number 
of short stories. In order to render these well, the translator must have a good 
understanding of the challenges of this literary genre. Since the 1960s, the short story in 
Canada and in Quebec has frequently been a site of literary experimentation. Writers 
have been experimenting with fragmented texts, colloquial vocabulary, disrupted 
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temporal sequences, narration, and visual and vocal effects. Some of the identifying 
characteristics of the short story can be summarized as such: general economy of the text 
and the means, simple plots that create a vivid impression on the reader, action taking 
place in a short period of time, and a small number of characters. For translators of the 
short story, the challenge becomes formidable. They must read the text carefully, as 
nothing is coincidental. 
Within the spectrum of literature, translation becomes a literary creation that reveals 
not only the meaning of the original text, but also offers a comparison of literatures. As 
such, translators must be creative to re-create the original accurately in its entirety. In 
doing so, they must understand the linguistic considerations, which is the focus of the 
following section. 
3. Linguistic Considerations 
As this is a thesis that involves translation from and into English and French, it only 
seems fitting that a point of reference be the comparative stylistics approach of J.P. Vinay 
and J. Darbelnet. They provide a conceptual framework as well as the necessary 
terminology for discussing the differences between French and English and the changes 
that occur during the translation process. It is through their insight into the génie of these 
two languages that translators can understand the differences between standard English 
and standard French and thus truly appreciate the style of an author. 
In the 1950s, these Canadian linguists wrote Stylistique comparée du français et de 
l'anglais in which they proposed a theory of translation based on linguistics and 
philology. In their study, they established a connection between translation and 
comparative stylistics: 
[...] le passage d'une langue A à une langue B, pour exprimer une même 
réalité X, passage que l'on dénomme habituellement traduction, relève 
d'une discipline particulière, de nature comparative, dont le but est d'en 
expliquer le mécanisme et d'en faciliter la réalisation par la mise en 
relief de lois valables pour les deux langues considérées. Nous ramenons 
ainsi la traduction à un cas particulier, à une application pratique de la 
stylistique comparée (20). 
For Vinay and Darbelnet, one must take into consideration the fact that each language, in 
this case French and English, is a linguistic system in itself, which functions according to 
its own rules and varies in specific contexts and situations. Vinay and Darbelnet's 
procedures provide us with concepts and terminology that will prove useful in our 
discussion and analysis of our translations of Deslauriers' and Abdou's texts. They 
describe seven translation procedures that occur when a text in one language is translated 
into another: 
Borrowing: To overcome a lacuna, usually a metalinguistic one (e.g. a new 
technical process, an unknown concept), borrowing is the simplest of all 
translation methods (31). [...] The decision to borrow an SL [source 
language] word or expression for introducing an element of local color is a 
matter of style and consequently of the message (Vinay and Darbelnet 32). 
Calque: A caique is a special kind of borrowing whereby a language borrows 
an expression form of another, but then translates literally each of its elements 
(Vinay and Darbelnet 32). 
Literal translation: This is "word-for-word" translation, which Vinay and 
Darbelnet describe as being most common between languages of the same 
family and culture (qtd. in Munday: 57). 
Transposition: The method called transposition involves replacing one word 
class with another without changing the meaning of the message (Vinay and 
Darbelnet 36). 
Modulation: Modulation is a variation of the form of the message, obtained 
by a change in the point of view. This change can be justified when, although 
a literal, or even transposed, translation results in a grammatically correct 
utterance, it is considered unsuitable, unidiomatic or awkward in the TL 
[target language] (Vinay and Darbelnet 36). 
Equivalence: Vinay and Darbelnet use this term to refer to cases where 
languages describe the same situation by different stylistic or structural 
means. Equivalence is particularly useful in translating idioms and proverbs 
(qtd. in Munday: 58). 
Adaptation: With the seventh method we reach the extreme limit of 
translation: it is used in those cases where the type of situation being referred 
to by the SL message is unknown in the TL culture. In such cases translators 
have to create a new situation that can be considered as being equivalent 
(Vinay and Darbelnet 39). 
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Vinay and Darbelnet also describe the changes that occur during the translation process, 
such as loss, gain, and compensation. They provide us with a systematic approach to the 
analysis of meaning in terms of units of thought or units of translation. 
4. Understanding the Translation Process 
The translation process in its broadest sense refers to the translator endeavouring to 
find equivalences between the original text and the target language. This encompasses 
extracting the meaning of the original text, transposing this meaning in the target 
language, and polishing the target text. Behind this seemingly simple task lies a complex 
cognitive operation. It is the complexity of this operation that interests me. Since 
translation is a recursive process that involves going back and forth between the source 
text and the target text, I wish to better understand what goes on during the translation 
process in order for a translation to evolve. This involves examining how the translator 
works and thinks during the translation process as he or she struggles to determine and 
render meaning, weighs various options, and revises the evolving versions of the target 
text. Several methods can be used to gain insight into the process: think-aloud protocols, 
journal-keeping, workshopping, discussion of the translation with the author, and 
discussion of the translation with specialists. Each of these methods will be discussed 
briefly. 
Some researchers have used think-aloud protocols to investigate the translation 
process, to observe the thoughts of translators while they are performing the task of 
translating. The think-aloud method involves conducting an experiment in which 
translators are asked to perform a task and verbalize their thoughts as they perform the 
task at hand. The analysis of the errors and results enables the person conducting the 
experiment to understand what happened during the translation process. For example, in 
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Parcours de traduction, Jeanne Dancette used the think-aloud protocols to carry out her 
research. Dancette relied on Thinking-Aloud Protocols (TAP) developed in the 1980s by 
Lorscher (Germany), Tirkkonen-Condit (Finland), and Séguinot (Canada). Dancette was 
able to focus on two particular factors in comprehension: linguistic processes and 
cognitive processes. The first refers to decoding, analyzing, and transferring the text, 
whereas the second puts forth or refutes hypotheses concerned with meaning (206). The 
combination of these two factors led her to describe comprehension "comme le résultat 
de la confrontation et de la synthèse du sens littéral et du sens contextuel" (208). Dancette 
determined that the translation process involves two activities on the part of the 
translator: the act of comprehension and the search for equivalents. Throughout the 
translation process, these two activities alternate and influence one another. Dancette 
reached the conclusion that errors are mainly due to problems of linguistic competence or 
lack of comprehension, which can involve lack of subject knowledge. 
A second method that can give insight into the translation process is journal keeping. 
This entails the translator's recording journal entries in a notebook as he or she translates. 
Ultimately, the journal becomes a window to the mind of the translator. Every time the 
translator encounters problems, he or she records them as well as possible solutions. Even 
if the problems are not solved in "real-time," the journal becomes a useful tool, allowing 
the translator to go back and reexamine choices in equivalents and make changes if need 
be. Finally, journals show a trace of the translation process and demonstrate how a 
translation evolves over time. 
Workshops on translation can be conducted within the university context. These 
workshops become a forum for students where they can develop their skills in terms of 
reading, interpreting, and writing. Students are given the opportunity to examine general 
issues related to translation. Through this method, students can reconstruct the steps that 
led them to the interpretation of a text, provide insight through critical exchange, and 
often help one another solve some of the problems posed by the translation of a given 
text. In short, workshops help strengthen the ability to translate, all the while raising 
students' awareness of their errors and strategies adopted during the translation process. 
A discussion of the translation with the author of the original text can also prove to be 
fruitful. Such was the case in Dialogue sur la traduction, a book that renders a detailed 
account of the exchange that took place between renowned Quebec poet Anne Hébert and 
respected English-Canadian poet and translator Frank Scott concerning Scott's translation 
of the poem Le Tombeau des rois. In 1959, Scott translated this poem and submitted it to 
Anne Hébert. Dialogue sur la traduction comprises the first translated version of this 
poem, followed by Hébert's incisive comments, Scott's replies, along with the 
corrections and second version. Several years later, Scott produced a third version, which 
is also included in the book. 
The constructive dialogue between the two provided new insight for Scott in terms of 
meaning, leading him to reevaluate some of the decisions taken during the translation 
process and revise his translation in this light. Scott, in his letter to Anne Hébert, was 
already conscious that this translation experience would "remain as a contribution to the 
understanding of this difficult process" (47-48). Scott refers to the "subtle analysis of the 
meanings of the various French and English terms" (47), but also to "nuances, overtones 
and word-sounds" as being "untranslatable portions" (48). This dialogue enabled both 
Hébert and Scott to further their understanding of the poem. 
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Finally, translators can benefit from discussing or revising a translation with 
specialists. For example, the Banff International Literary Translation Centre (BILTC) 
offers a residency program wherein literary translators can work on a project within a 
community of translators. Translators can therefore consult with the program directors, 
other experienced translators, and authors of the original works. Through informal 
meetings, translators can discuss their work in progress. 
Within the framework of this thesis project, I have sought to gain more understanding 
of my own translation processes in the two languages. To do so, 1 have opted for two 
methods: keeping and studying a translation journal, and working in consultation with 
specialists, namely my supervisor-revisors, whose revisions have given me insight into 
my own work. 
5. Translation Directionality 
So far, this thesis has addressed approaches to translation theory, the particular 
challenges of literary translation, linguistic considerations in translation, and the 
translation process. However, another issue remains: that of directionality. As my 
intention is to translate works both from French to English and from English to French, 
the questions of mother tongue and directionality are unavoidable. 
The concept of mother tongue is problematic. According to the Canadian Oxford 
Dictionary, it is "one's native language." Mother tongue, or native language, or first 
language, usually refers to the language that a person learned from infancy and 
presumably the language that the person speaks best. One of the problems inherent to 
these terms is that they presume that every person has one specific language that he or 
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she learned in infancy and continues to use more easily than any other language. In actual 
fact, the linguistic profile of an individual can be much more complex: many people are 
bilingual or multilingual from a young age and remain fluent in more than one language; 
others learn a language in infancy and go on to adopt another dominant language at a 
later age. 
Directionality in translation is based on the concept of mother tongue. According to 
the Routledge Encyclopedia of Translation Studies, edited by Mona Baker and Gabriela 
Saldanha: 
Directionality in translation studies usually refers to whether translators are 
working form a foreign language into their mother tongue or vice versa. The 
practice of different directions in translation/interpreting depends on the 
context in which the activity is carried out. Attitudes towards directionality 
also vary in relation to contextual factors, such as market and political 
conditions (84). 
Traditional theoretical prescriptiveness in translation studies dictates that translators 
should translate into their mother tongue, that a translation into a second language is 
regarded as inferior and finally, that a translation into the mother tongue produces better 
texts than translating out of it (Pavlovic). Yet there have been several theorists such as 
Natasa Pavlovic and Stuart Campbell who have challenged the traditional view. In 
various situations, translators must work competently into a second language. In 
particular, translation out of "languages of limited diffusion" often requires the translator 
to work into a second language because of a lack of mother-tongue English speakers 
fluent in the source language (Pavlovic and Jensen 94). 
Canadian translators such as Susanne de Lotbinière-Harwood and Nathalie Stephens 
are examples of Canadian translators who work into a "second language." De Lotbinière-
Harwood is a Montreal-based translator whose mother tongue is French but who 
translates into English. In her dual-language book Re-belle et infidèle: La traduction 
comme pratique de réécriture au féminin. The Body Bilingual: Translation as a Rewriting 
in the Feminine, she reflects on translation and writing as a performance while examining 
language and gender with much innovation. For example, she believes that the concept 
of mother tongue is non-existent as we (especially women) are bom with a patriarchal 
language, which ultimately becomes our dominant language. The hybridity she 
demonstrates in her work confirms that she truly lives in both languages. As for Nathalie 
Stephens, a Montreal-born Chicago-based writer and translator, she translates and self-
translates in both English and French and writes what she calls l'entre-genre in the two 
languages. 
In this thesis project, my undertaking of translations from and into both English and 
French calls into question the traditional approach to directionality. At this stage of the 
analysis, I believe that I should provide readers with a description of my own linguistic 
background. 
I was born in Montreal to a Québécois mother and a Serbian father. Just like other 
mixed or immigrant families, we spoke several languages in our household: French, 
Serbian, and English. Although my father had traveled extensively throughout Europe 
and thereby acquired five languages, French was not one of them. Therefore, the 
language of communication in the household was English. I pursued my studies in 
French, but continued to use both English and French. In 1999, I moved to British 
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Columbia where I spent four years. By then, English had become my primary spoken 
language. 1 spoke French only at home. 
1 have been back in Quebec since 2003 and my choices led me to study in both 
languages (in the BA in English and Intercultural Studies and then the MA in 
Comparative Canadian Literature, both bilingual programs at the Université de 
Sherbrooke). French and English have remained the only two languages that have been 
constant throughout my life: after my father's death in 2000, my contact with Serbian 
became rare. 
Translation has always been part of my life. Since my parents had never overcome the 
language barriers erected by their respective native languages, I was often required to 
translate for them. From the age of eighteen, I held office jobs where employers often 
asked me to translate documents of all kinds. As translation was very present in my life, it 
seemed only natural to go back to school and pursue translation as a specialty. 
My own background illustrates circumstances in which translators can be led to 
translating out of their mother tongue. In my case, it is difficult to determine what my 
"mother tongue" is, since I had acquired more than one language by the age of five. This 
project will enable me to observe my own translation process and, through its analysis, 
determine the challenges I face in producing texts of good quality in both languages. 
Contrary to standard practice where in a thesis the translations come after the 
introduction, I chose to insert the translations into the introduction to give readers the 
opportunity to become familiar with the texts. Consequently, they will have a better 
understanding of the discussion about translation challenges in chapter 3. The next 
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section is comprised of the translations of nine short stories by Camille Deslauriers into 
English, followed by the translations of three short stories by Angie Abdou into French. 
Boa Woman 
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By Camille Deslauriers 
Translated from the French by Eva Milanovic 
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Cyclops Woman 
She took the first stone, weighed it in her hand, and turned it over to admire its 
shine. She nestled it in her artist's palm. She found it a tad too oval. She wanted it to be 
perfect: both round and flat, and smooth and light. 
The second stone was no more satisfying. 
Nor was the fifth. With a merciless gesture, she threw it into the lake, just like all 
the others. The water burst open like an eye. 
Out of spite, she kept the seventh. An ordinary stone, no bigger than an egg, as 
rough as it was dull. 
She picked up her paintbrushes again. Started blending her colours. At that 
moment, I was still in a liquid state. Concealed in fresh gouache, between white, red, and 
hope, I waited. My profile of a cyclops woman was attempting to materialize in her head 
and on her canvas. 
* * * 
She nailed me to a tree. Barely born. Then abandoned me. 
* * * 
The seasons have eroded my frame and diluted the contours of my flesh. My 
giant-orphan figure now spreads out like a mass of soft clay, torn between sketch and 
oblivion. 
Alone and fading, I wait for someone to rescue me. With a hard and grim look, I 
am awaiting my saviour's arrival. 
The stone is intact. She embedded it in place of my eyes. 
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A cappella 
"Twinkle, twinkle little star..." Singing keeps the monsters away. Mommy swore 
it was true. But you have to sing as loud as you can, loud enough to make people's ears 
burst. Including monsters' ears. Only then can you fall asleep safely because the monsters 
are afraid and they go back and hide under the bed, they get smaller and smaller, and they 
turn back into harmless dust bunnies, clumps of hair, and cat fur. 
To sing a cappella - that's what it's called - it means to sing alone. Mommy 
explained it to me. She said: "Your voice is your most powerful weapon. Piercing and 
explosive and jarring. Much more than a club or a knife or a bomb." Mommy tucks me 
in: "I am leaving for the night, my little Nanette is such a good girl that she can stay by 
herself. Sing," she says. "Sing if you are afraid. Because singing can even kill monsters." 
So, when I am trembling in the dark, I howl. "Twinkle, twinkle little star..." 
Before, Mommy used to leave me alone often, at night. She was trying to find me 
a little sister, I think. It seems that little sisters are easier to find while children are asleep, 
I don't know why. 
If I'm really too scared, I take refuge, in my mind, in one of Mommy's fabulous 
paintings. There too, there are monsters, but those ones protect me. They are the good 
ones. The wicked ones lurk everywhere, especially under beds. They're called Zacarians. 
They're almost invisible, but you can see them clearly in full light. The man who came, 
the other day, to sell us his big sweeper, he showed them to us, in his book. Through a 
magnifying glass, they're hideous. Some type of spider with wolfs teeth that takes all 
kinds of hairy shapes and multiplies much, much faster than cats. 
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When my mother paints, I eat animal cookies. Nothing else. Sometimes for days. 
But it doesn't matter. The cats, we always give them the same dry food, and they don't 
say anything and they don't meow, what's more they purr. I would know. We have a 
collection of them. All colors. A feline rainbow, says my mother. Magenta, Ivory, and 
Grenache with whom you cannot play too much because she has babies wrapped up in 
her belly. And Emerald and Pastel, our new cat - the impressionist, is Mommy's 
nickname for her - because she's ugly. She's impressive: white with brown, orange, and 
black spots all over. Even though she's almost a year old, she's still not litter-trained. But 
we have to forgive her: she's noble. She comes from Spain. So, Granny Greengrey, who 
lives with us now, spends her time collecting Pastel's presents. Each morning, she asks 
God what she could have done to have to spend the rest of her life picking up toys and 
droppings. 
Granny Greengrey plays, eats, and sleeps with us because she has no home. She 
keeps saying that a house of lunatics like ours is impossible, simply impossible. But 
Granny likes us: me, Mommy, the cats, and Mommy's weird paintings. Greengrey isn't 
her real name and besides, she's not really my grandmother. We call her Greengrey 
because of her green garbage bag and her grey hair. Mommy found her on a sidewalk. 
She had been homeless for only two weeks and, already, her bag had a hole in it. She had 
just dropped all of her things. She mumbled "Can you help me?" Mommy picked up her 
photos, her blankets, and her collection of empty bottles, and I took her by the hand and 
we opened the door of our house to her, thinking that it was great, that from now on, I 
would have a babysitter. Thanks to her, Mommy could agree to go on that trip and make 
drawings on walls, all summer, on the other side of the sea. 
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Granny Greengrey really is a great babysitter. She knows how to mimic the 
Lernaean Hydra, exactly like in my children's book of myths, and she takes her cane and 
drives the monsters away with her multiple invisible arms, her brownish teeth, and all of 
her horrible heads that grow upon request. But when she snores, I'm on my own to 
defend myself. And lately, she has been snoring a lot, especially when she drinks too 
much of that red wine she pours into a milk carton so that no one will know and that she 
drinks straight from the carton, the way you shouldn't, just where it says spout bee. 
The other night, Mommy phoned. I told her that I missed her. She answered: "No, 
my Nanette, we hold each other with our voices. When we talk on the phone, we can hold 
each other with our voices. Just like holding hands." She said: "Keep singing a cappella. 
And take care of Granny Greengrey, don't let her drink too much milk. I'm assigning you 
the mission of choosing a name for your future little sister." Then, Granny spoke to her. 
She told her that the bank account was quickly getting low. Mommy suggested she go 
sell a few paintings at the market, until she returns. I was listening from the living room, 
on the other phone, the small one, the one that only cost ten dollars and that echoes. 
Mommy also told Granny Greengrey that she was coming back soon, once she got paid 
and if she was pregnant. That she would know in less than two weeks. That maybe it had 
worked, with "a turny," for the little sister she had promised me. 
Isn't a "turny" like a turnip? I wonder what a vegetable has to do with the arrival 
of a little sister. It doesn't even taste good and it's hard if you don't cook it, you run the 
risk of breaking your teeth and having to spend the rest of your life without smiling. And 
what if the secret lies in that root vegetable? Would my mother sow it in the middle of 
her belly so that it could take root? Women and soil are the same. Children grow in 
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bellies like trees grow in the ground. My mother explained it to me when she showed me 
the picture of the big earth goddess lady bending over to look inside herself. The inside 
for making little girls. The great goddess made everything there, Mommy repeated. 
Nights, days, and all women. And the Zacarians too. The moon, the sea, and cats. 
Everything. 
My mother still hasn't returned and it's fall already. I know how to read now. 
Thanks to Granny Greengrey, who teaches me everything much faster than the teacher 
does. I can read by myself the drawings that Mommy has sent me by mail, like postcards, 
with messages on the back she has dedicated to me. My favourite is the one I got this 
morning. A picture of my mother and her inside. A butterfly woman with a fish tail and 
hair down to her toes, and the face of a little girl pushing to break through the skin of her 
scale-covered belly. On the back, she wrote: 
a-lit-tle-sis-ter-is-wai-ting-for-you-in-her-co-coon. 
Mom-my X-X-X. 
In school, last Monday, Aunt Martine asked what our parents did for a living. 1 
said: "My mother makes drawings on walls." I was proud. Aunt Martine scowled like an 
angry cat. She replied: "That is no example to follow." I also added that my mother was 
away on a trip, so she had been mailing me smaller drawings since the beginning of the 
summer. Like postcards. And I also dared to talk about our cats. A rainbow of beautiful 
cats, 1 said, and until my mother gets back, Granny Greengrey is taking care of 
everything. During recess, the other children all wanted to know more, especially about 
drawings you can do on walls. 
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Granny Greengrey punished me. She said: "I'm afraid you might have been a tiny 
bit too talkative." Because yesterday, from what I understood, a Mr. Youthprotection 
came to see if I really was happy. He asked me a lot of questions. When he looked at 
Mommy's drawings all over the walls - drawings for grown-ups, according to Granny -, 
he put all of my postcards in a bag. And he left. 
I don't even mind. Mommy often tells me that it's important to share your things. 
I have to practise. Because soon, I will have a real sister to help me fight the monsters. I 
have even decided on her name. We will call her Acappella. 
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Kelp Lovers 
Opening the door to the apartment, the superintendent promises that if Odile signs 
the lease, the landlord will supply the paint. Because in every room there are characters 
like those she will see on the bathroom walls. A madwoman used to live here, before. In 
less than a week, she had smeared all the walls with paint. When she left, she had not 
paid rent for almost three months. The old man adds that the lock has been changed. But 
Odile is no longer listening to him. She is mesmerized by this image that looks as if it 
were taken from a story. A dozen naked people with greenish complexions and threadlike 
shapes. Tangled up like strange octopuses, half-human, half-plant, these kelp lovers seem 
to be mating to renew the undulating swells. The waves heave all the way up to the 
ceiling in a whirl of white, blue, and anthracite. 
The superintendent repeats that the landlord will supply the paint. That will not be 
necessary. Odile has just decided to rent the two-bedroom apartment, precisely because 
of the captivating landscape. Just like that, she has forgotten about the too-small counter, 
the worn flooring, the hot-water heating and other drawbacks. When she bathes here, it 
will seem to her at last that time can actually stop. 
* * * 
Nicolas, the elder son, has gone to live with Odile's sister. Aline has agreed to 
take him under her wing, at least for a year, to give Odile a break. For the past few weeks, 
she has not had the strength to deal with her son's teenage rebelliousness. In any case, 
this separation will be beneficial for everyone. For the mother and for both children. 
Nicolas is not a good influence on his younger brother, Loïc. He invents all kinds of wild 
stories and tells them to the young boy, who already has enough imagination. 
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Today, the whole family is reunited. With Aline's help, they have repainted the 
walls in the living-room, in the kitchen, and in Loïc's new bedroom. Odile was keen on 
keeping the kelp lovers as well as this other fresco: a woman with long ebony hair and an 
obscured face is sitting in a dugout canoe, fishing. She is wearing a lot of jewellery. Fish 
scales cover her body right up to her naked bosom. Her bony arms are up to their elbows 
in water. She is holding a net in which an astonishing prey thrashes about. Her identical 
twin. The siren's movements, which the artist has broken down, create the illusion that, 
over and over again, she is thrusting her double to the bottom of the ocean without ever 
stopping. Odile will sleep in this room. Aline finds the idea morbid. But her sister is 
bewitched. She has recognized herself. Trapped in her own remorse. 
* * * 
Odile thought that by moving, she would leave her troubles behind. Well, such is 
not the case. Louis' blue and swollen body, spat back out by the river, in the spring, in a 
horrible gulp of ice and mud, resurfaces endlessly. Police officers, police officers. There 
were three of them pecking at her pain, which kept reawakening. Eager and insensitive. 
Vultures devouring the edges of her silence, scrap by scrap, to get to the core of the story. 
Yes, her husband had been reported missing since the end of fall. No, no one wished him 
harm. Yes, he had attempted to commit suicide once before. No, he had never spoken of 
death again. Yes, he was an alcoholic. No, he had never beaten them, neither her nor the 
children. 
* * * 
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Little Loïc is sound asleep. The bathtub is filled to the brim. Odile has turned off 
the lights, then has lit a candle. She immerses herself completely. Under the water, the 
sound of life reaches her muffled, liquefied. If Loïc calls for her in his sleep, she will not 
hear him. Never mind. Only behind this door or on the phone with her sister Aline does 
Odile allow herself to weep her sorrow. When she surfaces, she is no longer surprised to 
be greeted by the kelp lovers. At first glance, the oceanic creatures seem set in an eternal 
embrace. Seen by candlelight and bathed in tears, it seems to her that they will never stop 
strangling one another. Just like Louis and herself. 
Odile remembers when she first met Louis. They were twenty years old. Desire 
had carried them from the dance floor to the living room carpet. Two strangers who 
seemed destined for one another. Their quiet little life, their two mischievous sons, their 
house on the river bank... Four years ago, when Odile's womb rejected the remains of 
their third child, a few months into a difficult pregnancy, Louis lost himself in alcohol. 
Odile and Louis had joined the ranks of those numerous couples where the spouses swim 
in opposite directions. To avoid being aggressive with him, Odile had stopped talking to 
him. She had withdrawn into herself. Until last fall. One evening, just after doing the 
dishes, while picking up the usual empty beer bottles, she had dared threaten him. You 
will choose. Your family or alcohol. Louis had taken his coat. He had left without a word. 
He had been "reported missing" for four months. 
* * * 
Every night, staring at the wall, Odile imagines this scene: Louis, drowning; her, 
floating. He holds out his hand to her. She looks at him. She does not say anything. Does 
not approach. She never manages to grasp the meaning of their gestures. She cannot 
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determine if it is she who is refusing to pull him towards life, or if it is he who is 
attempting to draw her to her death. She spends the following sleepless hours crashing 
into reefs. What she should have done. What she should not have said. She feels as if she 
were living with an invisible drowned man clinging to her neck. All day long, two 
ghostly hands grasp her and choke her. 
* * * 
In front of Loïc, Odile tries to smile. She can almost congratulate herself for 
appearing normal. She prepares their meals. She plays. She tells him the jungle stories he 
loves so. She keeps telling herself she must not blame the children. They haven't done 
anything. But they are there, they exist. They remind her of all the years she wasted 
trying to save someone who wanted to suck her into his anguish. Other days, she clings to 
Loïc as if she were clinging to a lifebuoy. He enables her to become again what she has 
always been: a devoted, loving, and imaginative mother. 
* * * 
Before Louis' death, Odile often dreamt that there had been a flood. She was in 
the very middle of a very choppy river. She was living with Louis, Nicolas, Loïc, and a 
few animals on a huge ice raft. All of their furniture was exposed to the raging storms. 
The slightest squall threatened to make them capsize. To survive, they had to jump onto a 
steep bank. Odile would dash first and shout at Louis to follow her. Louis would hesitate. 
Odile would yell again. Then she would realize their possessions were drifting away. In 
her panic, she would fish out everything she could by the armful. 
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One night, in the basement of the house, Odile found Louis, half unconscious, 
lying in bile and vomit. An explosive mixture of pills and alcohol in his veins. When the 
ambulance took him away, Odile dared to wish the following: May he not return from the 
hospital. May they not be able to save him. Or may he be committed. May he never come 
back to spoil Loic's and Nicolas' childhood. But Louis survived. Odile refused to get 
pregnant again. Louis started drinking again. 
* * * 
Every time she sees pictures of Louis' remains, Odile rambles on with "ifs," 
"whys," and "maybes." If she had left this man, maybe he would have made a new life 
for himself. He probably would never have killed himself. What if her apathy had silently 
ordered Louis to die? 
* * * 
Wreathed in unhappiness, the house has not sold yet. No one even wants to view 
it. 
* * * 
Loïc has begun attending kindergarten. Therefore Odile has five mornings a week 
to herself. Sometimes she takes up to three baths a day. The sleeping pills she gulps down 
plunge her into a vague marshy universe. One morning, Odile almost drowned in the 
warm water in the bathtub. Aline answered the call from Loïc, who was worried about his 
mother's silence when he came home from school. She arrived in a panic and picked the 
lock of the bathroom door. She threw the narcotics into the basin. She carried her 
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inanimate twin to the living room couch. There, they cried and fell into a Siamese sleep, 
arms and legs entangled, like they used to when they were children. 
When they woke up, the water was still stagnating at the bottom of the bathtub. In 
between sobs, Odile explained to Aline that her son must have once again stuck 
something into the drain. Probably modelling clay or cotton wool. Since Louis' death, 
Loïc had taken it upon himself to clog the drains everywhere. For Nicolas told him that, 
through a system of frightening aquariums and complicated conduits, all pipes lead to the 
river. He made him believe that they could be swallowed down with the water. Like their 
father. 
* * * 
Each morning, in a big notebook, Odile conscientiously collects the visions her 
dreams have brought on. Yesterday, following the dictates of a menacing creature, she 
was trying to write a farewell letter in the sand. The tide kept erasing it as she wrote. 
These images inspire Odile to withdraw into herself. She invents the rest of the dream. 
She studies the expanse of the shore. She sees herself building dams of wood and clay. 
Then the solution seems obvious. Slowly, on the porous page of her own flesh, she begins 
to write words. 
* * * 
Louis chose to die. Since Odile has come to terms with it, she has begun her 
ascent toward the light. She is learning to take care of herself. To pamper her body with 
essential oils, perfumes, and creams. She allows herself to laugh even though she is in 
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mourning. Soon she will emerge from her liquid state of limbo. Two children who love 
her wait for her to celebrate her return. 
* * % 
Odile has gone to clean the house, in the sanctuary of the dead man's personal 
belongings. Her sister Aline is with her. To the sound of Fauré's Requiem, which Louis 
would listen to over and over again in his moments of despair, they empty the opened 
bottles down the drain. While they handle the man's photographs, clothes, and tools, a 
suffocating mustiness from the past wafts through the air. Aline weeps at seeing Odile 
still weeping. They sort Louis' possessions into three separate piles: things to keep for 
Loïc and Nicolas, things to give to charity, things to throw away. They are getting ready 
to walk to the river. From the bridge, they will throw the last bottle of alcohol adrift. In it 
Odile has inserted a long letter to Louis. A combination of love and anger. 
* * * 
The siren and her double. This strange mirror shocks her now. Odile wishes to 
forget this dark version of herself that kept her in perpetual apnea. Until she repaints, she 
covers the wall with excerpts from poems and novels that she copies onto white sheets of 
paper. 
Beyond tears, there is life. Odile has reached a decision which amazes her still. As 
of next fall, she will resume her studies in literature that were interrupted when Nicolas 
was born. 
* * * 
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The bathtub is filled with bubbles. Odile has turned off the lights, then has lit a 
candle. She immerses herself completely. When she resurfaces, she observes the kelp 
lovers. Fireflies escape from their phosphorescent pupils. Odile closes her eyes. She 
thinks back to the dream that filled her with wonder this morning. There had been another 
flood. But, this time, she was walking barefoot in the streets of the deserted city. She was 
collecting mysterious sea-shells: round stones, painted every possible colour, on which 
small fossils had been drawn. 
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Remains of Spindrift 
All it took was a phone conversation. A few minutes. She ensnared you, her 
subdued tone oscillating between confidence and plea. It was the kind of voice you hear 
when you dial those erotic phone lines which, in fact, you promised yourself never to call 
again. You have been able to refrain from doing so. It costs far too much. And, in any 
case, you are a faithful man. 
Now here you are, at this woman's home, this customer who has been arousing 
you to the point of distracting you from your work all morning. You really aren't 
disappointed when you first see her. A siren. Feeling sort of numb, you wait for her to 
invite you in. You say nothing. Your spattered uniform and tool box suffice to introduce 
you. 
And so, she takes over the silence. Weaves the fabric of a monologue with threads 
of smiles. She apologizes for the mess. She moved in a week ago, noticed yesterday that 
the bathroom sink was completely clogged, couldn't do anything about it. The water is 
still stagnating in it. She always puts off taking care of everyday things, saying there, that 
is what happens to people who live in reality part-time. She thinks the main valves are 
located in the closet, right behind the hot water tank, just follow her into the bedroom and 
move the clothes a bit to clear the way, she can help you, she has so many clothes, she 
knows it, but that's just the way she is, an insatiable collector. 
She apologizes for the mess, which consists of a flimsy negligee coiled around the 
sheets, in the middle of the unmade bed. Between sentences, she picks it up and hangs it 
among the sleek satin and feathers. 
55 
She can help you. You thank her. You will manage. Alone. May she get away 
from you as quickly as possible, shut up and stop her seductress routine. May she carry 
on with her normal activities. As if you weren't there. 
Couldn't you have ended up in the apartment of a fat shrew with a moustache? 
You would like the job to be over and done with. First, you need to get at the faucets to 
turn off the flow of water. Turn them off. And also turn off the flow of your imagination. 
Block the fantasies that lure you away from traps and pipelines. But it is too late. It would 
seem that your reason has deserted you. Your hand has begun stroking the satin and the 
feathers. Your wife would never be able to wear that kind of thing: she has gained far too 
much weight. Besides, she has only done so once in fifteen years. Only once. The night 
of your wedding. 
To think about something else, you try to imagine what kind of job such a 
charming creature could have. Can't picture her doing routine work such as cooking or 
cleaning the toilet. 
She lives in reality part-time. What a funny expression. No, but really! Who does 
she think she is? All these clothes. She has so many. It scandalizes you. Dozens of poor 
girls could come over here and clothe themselves. You have never seen anything like it. 
So many dresses, so many skirts, so many blouses, so many scarves, so many necklaces. 
A model? A singer? An actress? Her beguiling smile, her swaying walk... Her 
pretty little face vaguely reminds you of something. Yet her name doesn't ring a bell. An 
escort. Looking the way she does. An insatiable collector... of men of course. In any 
case, with all of these costumes, she has enough for any man's taste and pocketbook. 
There you go, fantasizing again. As if you could smell the obscene stories that, just like 
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scents, have become embedded in the pleats and fibres of the many fabrics. You imagine 
her whispering to you to follow her into the bedroom, shedding a piece of clothing with 
every step she takes. Begging you to tell her what she should slip on to please you. 
Letting you choose the negligee. And your bodies seek one another between the sheets 
and become tangled in the sleek satin and the feathers. Right here. At the back of the 
closet. 
A closet three times bigger than your wife's. Your wife. If she were to see you. 
What's happening to you? You remind yourself you have a wife and children. Two well-
behaved boys. One is nine years old and the other, twelve. But your senses keep falling 
into a trap. There is no harm in dreaming. So you let yourself plunge your face into the 
savage warmth of a leather jacket, grab a silk scarf, stroke it along the back and the palm 
of your hand, let it coil around your wrist and then slip between your thumb and 
forefinger. As if it were an endless strand of hair. 
Suddenly, three high-pitched beeps call you to your senses. Shit. Three p.m. 
already. Your customer is probably wondering what you are doing. You have wasted far 
too much time. You are paid to do the plumbing, not to sink into a quagmire of obscene 
imagery. 
You are now ready to start draining. Except for the fact that she is there. In the 
bathroom. Her, with her sex appeal and her flights of lyricism. You don't mind if she 
continues working? Of course not. You catch yourself adding that one cannot say no to a 
woman with eyes like hers, that she can do whatever she pleases. After all, isn't she in 
her own apartment? And yet... she disturbs you. Because, with her hands, right on the 
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wall, she is lasciviously painting a strange erotic scene: a kind of underwater orgy. A 
dozen nude people, green like seaweed, groping one another underwater. 
Reality turns upside down. The for-men-only websites on travelling that you have 
visited come to your mind. Barely a few thousand dollars, no more expensive than a Ski-
Doo. All included, even virgins. And to think that these girls in Thailand or Cuba wish 
for guys like you and are ready to do anything to escape poverty. You see them, sitting up 
straight at the bar, topless. They are waiting for you. The client is amongst them. Playing 
with a lock of her unruly ebony hair that tickles her hips. On the menu: a variety of lace 
negligees. All you have to do is choose what you would like her to slip on during your 
fleeting honeymoon and she will disappear behind a red velvet curtain to reappear 
wearing a semi-translucent dress. Chiffon draping her little viper's body. 
Her little viper's body on which she seems to spend a fortune in beauty products. 
Because she is too rushed or distracted or provocative, the client has not removed 
anything from the cupboard under the sink, the one that gives you access to the pipes. No 
cleaning products, unlike everybody else. Only perfumes, nail polishes, and face 
powders. Cream jars that have the sweet scent of honey, musk, and blackberries. In a big 
convoluted seashell, there is a bag of birth control pills mixed in with condoms and hair 
styling, nail, and make-up products. You don't dare ask her to help you. You feel like a 
voyeur. You quickly clear the shelves of their contents. 
A libertine. Thank God you have principles. Her presence in the bathroom, such a 
cramped space. She's doing it on purpose. All you need to do is give her a sign. This 
assumption arouses you. You can no longer concentrate. Your fingers burrow into the 
conduits, hoping for something sensual to happen, wishing that the rest of your body 
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would take the initiative. But you prudently remain stretched out on your stomach. With 
your head deep inside the cupboard, you pretend you are working. Just long enough for 
your cumbersome erection to disappear. Hopefully the client won't notice. 
Your head inside the cupboard. The customer astride the plumber. You remember 
the porn movies you occasionally rent. It happens in the movies. Not in real life. And it's 
better that way. Of course, had you been as forward as you were athletic... 
Start unblocking the sink as quickly as possible. Clearly, the water has been 
sitting there for much longer than she says. And a liar as well! There. One always 
succeeds. In spite of your years of experience, you are still amazed by what sometimes 
comes out of a drain. Stringy mats of hair, little algae, calcium deposits, and even small 
worms. In the mirror, you see gestures so often repeated that it feels like your soul is 
being drained. Admit it. You haven't been attracted to your wife for a long time. Every 
day she wears the same shapeless t-shirt and those eternal pale pink leggings. Never fixes 
her hair. If only she could refrain from eating so much. You have never liked fat thighs. 
A final sucking noise. The sink most urgently needs to be cleaned. The client can 
take care of it. It would be funny to see her at work. She must be the disdainful type. Too 
bad for her, you are out of time. It is your turn to disturb her. So much the better if you 
make her lose her inspiration. How can someone draw such filthy things on the walls of 
an apartment that is only rented? You are getting ready to tell her that you have to leave, 
you are behind schedule, you will send her the bill. But you hear yourself say the 
opposite. Since you are already there, you offer to check the pipe-joints of the kitchen 
sink. In any case, you mention with a wink, it's included in the price. You do not 
understand your audacity. Who is this macho man who keeps speaking for you since you 
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arrived? Other appointments await. Yet something urges you to stay a little longer. Just 
in case. 
She thanks you. She does not have any more time. She does not work with the 
same intensity when someone else is there and, what's more, when she paints, she likes to 
be naked. 
That is the last straw, that's what your mother would say. And yet this time, you 
remain silent. You content yourself with intense daydreaming. Somewhere else, on the 
beach in the Caribbean or anywhere else, you rape this tease to whom you will mail the 
bill. You promise yourself you will make her pay the price. 
You congratulate yourself. Nothing happened. You were able to hold yourself 
back because you are a faithful man. Let's hope that at the end of the day, you will be 
able to become your old self again in front of your family when the clock strikes dinner 
time at five. Bitter remorse between your lips and remains of spindrift on the tips of your 
eyelashes. 
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Tomorrow 
Seeming pressed for time and annoyed, hands clutching the steering wheel, he 
waits. Stuck in a traffic jam. Like every morning. 
Like every morning, in the hi-fi speakers of his luxurious sports car, the morning 
man from a ridiculous radio station persists in repeating his inanities, peppered with 
advertisements and songs that played at the same time yesterday and the day before 
yesterday. 
Yesterday and the day before yesterday. Days alike in every respect to the one he 
will live today. Jokes from colleagues and secretaries, the same jokes, with minor 
variations, about his perpetual single life. A lawsuit lost in advance at the municipal court 
at ten. A breakfast wolfed down quickly. One or two sluggish cases he will slave over. 
Dissatisfied clients. Others who are unable to pay, not this week, next month, perhaps. 
He feels as though his life is faltering. As though seconds, hours, days follow one 
after the other, identical, monotonous, steady like the ticking of a metronome. But, now 
that his decision is made, he no longer has to worry. Tomorrow, already, everything will 
be over. Because, soon, he will kill himself. Right after the office closes. 
While his car is at a stop near Lauzon Boulevard, he feels the urge to take out his 
pistol, tucked away in his small leather briefcase, and to put an end to this at once, right 
there, in front of the shocked expressions of other drivers, right in the middle of traffic. 
But he is wrestling with his conscience. So many reasons hold him back. This act, that of 
a selfish suicidal person, would cut short the mornings of a hundred innocent workers, 
would prevent the unfortunate witnesses from getting to the factory - even perhaps 
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causing people to lose their jobs -, would offend the defendant and the colleague who 
would be waiting for him in vain at the courthouse and, above all, would make him miss 
his final appointment: his suicide. On his schedule, like other appointments, at 5 p.m., not 
before, not after. 
He therefore resigns himself. To do as is his wont, one last time. To go through 
one by one, grumblingly, all of these doors through which, for so many years, he has 
been making his insignificant entrance. The door to the restaurant where he will go to get 
a coffee. The one to the fifty-storey skyscraper where his law firm is perched. The one to 
the elevator, always packed with mocking faces. The one to the office where, true to his 
paranoiac punctuality, he will be the first to arrive. The one to the courthouse. All of 
these doors, all of these doors. Behind which hides his routine, a revolting invisible germ 
he has been breathing for at least a decade. Mixing with the blood in his veins. Governing 
the rhythm of his pulse. Suffocation. 
Today, for reasons of principle and professionalism, he has decided to open all of 
these doors one last time. Then to let others close the last one. The one to his coffin. 
Having finally reached his destination, he parks in his usual spot. Heads for the 
café across the street, always the same one, where he orders a double espresso to go. All 
these people, all these people. The line enrages him. Money held out, change given, 
receipt requested. Hello, thank you, have a nice day. The coffee. Picked up in a hurry, 
already cold and hardly started, half-drunk between two phone calls. 
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Four fifty-five p.m. The others are leaving. He stays. He has told them not to wait 
for him. He will work late on a difficult plea for the defence. That's right. Have a nice 
dinner, have a nice evening. See you tomorrow. 
Finally he is alone. Alone and glad. Because tomorrow, someone will find him 
among pencils and papers, his head blown off in the middle of his everyday urban life. 
This time, hesitation is out of the question. He is very determined to go all the way. But 
suddenly, the door opens. As he was getting ready to put the pistol in his mouth. 
A woman is there, half-seductive, half-serious, simpering in front of him. This 
unwelcome intruder will make him miss his appointment with death. The man's hands, 
impatient, fiddle with the waiting gun. She will be scared, he is thinking, and she will let 
him die in peace. 
But no. 
"Say, may I sit down, for a moment? My legs are shaking." 
"Come back tomorrow." 
"Say, you want to tell me what you're going to use it for?" 
This woman has a knack for asking stupid questions. In answer to her question, he 
grabs the pistol, nervously puts it in his mouth. Pretends to pull the trigger. Too bad for 
her. She should not be there. 
To his complete surprise, she smiles. And asks if he is alone. Seems to have 
recovered her composure a bit too quickly. Laughs frankly now. Confesses, ingenuous: 
"You are the answer I hadn't dared hope for." 
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A slightly embarrassed grimace, a pleading look. That's it. He thinks she will dish 
out the same tiresome rigmaroles that anyone would come up with in this awkward 
situation. She will offer to help him, lie by claiming that there are answers to everything, 
that he should talk to someone about it beforehand, that she is there... 
But no. No sign of panic. She remains serene. Asks him his name. Reminds him 
that one should not talk with one's mouth full. Dumbfounded, like an overly obedient kid, 
he pulls the pistol out from between his lips. 
She does not even give him time to answer. Explains everything to him in one fell 
swoop, without catching her breath. She wants a child. At all costs. Alone. Without a 
father. For want of anything better. Is really willing to do anything. Has come up with the 
most preposterous solutions. Screw anybody, call her former boyfriend, hire a male 
prostitute, have herself inseminated, place an ad in the paper: liberated woman who wants 
baby seeks a father to borrow, anything but adoption. But one detail has puzzled her. That 
is why she has come to see him. For today she must come to a decision. Ovulation 
compels her to do so. Tomorrow, it may be too late. She needs advice: what are the rights 
of the biological father? She suspects she can declare "father unknown" at the time of 
birth, but who knows if ten, fifteen years from now the father could not resort to DNA 
testing to prove that the offspring... 
And leaving wild imaginings and assumptions unresolved, she pleads with him: 
"Say, couldn't you get me pregnant first?" 
In her most cooing voice, she attempts to mount her most convincing argument. 
She asks him to create life before ending his own. She repeats it. He is the solution she 
hadn't dared hope for. All her fears destroyed simultaneously. No chance of the father 
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showing up one day to try to take away the baby, well, he must understand, after all, is he 
not a lawyer? If only she had, in her life, a man, a real man, both sensual and virile, 
willing to commit himself, willing to become a father forever, everything would be so 
much less complicated. But for want of anything better... A corpse for a father... 
Once again she takes action without waiting for the answer. She starts undressing. 
Clearly this woman is crazy. And why not? Sex before death. Such a tempting change in 
his schedule. In any case, he has nothing to lose. 
There she goes grabbing the gun and hiding it in her purse. She promises she will 
give it back to him. Just in case. In case he should change his mind, decide to kill himself 
before ejaculating. 
This woman is crazy. 
All of a sudden, she interrupts her striptease, irresolute. What if he does not want 
her? She offers to go about it another way, oral sex, if you prefer, on this point, she 
swears, no man can resist her, all she would have to do is collect the precious liquid, she 
has a sterilized phial, if he is loath to penetrate her, of course. Otherwise, she would 
prefer to conceive the baby naturally, to experience pleasure, but no one can be forced 
into it. She can even pay him, do you take cheques? She never carries much money. 
This woman is crazy. 
Without warning, leaping over hesitations and files, she jumps across the desk that 
separates them as if it were the ultimate barrier of an obstacle race, sits on the man's lap, 
eagerly presses her mouth against his. She likes to kiss beforehand, she hopes he will 
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have no objection to that, again does not give him time to answer, swallows protests on 
the tip of his tongue, chews them, nibbles them. 
She smiles and half closes her eyes. She will see to everything, she promises, all 
he has to do is let her do it herself, like a rape. She laughs candidly as she pronounces this 
word. There. Yes. Like that. She will keep her lace lingerie on. Will not even impose on 
him the sight of her body. She is only borrowing his penis, slipping it under her skirt. No, 
no, it does not hurt her. It is even very pleasant. As long as he implants a foetus in her 
womb. 
This woman is crazy. Exquisitely crazy. So disturbing, so remarkable, so 
entrancing, this woman who is making love to him, while speaking non-stop to him with 
her overseas accent. He is captivated by her demented sentences that form a long 
monologue, which is punctuated with sweet moans. 
Now she is begging to let her bite him, just once, not too hard, she likes to nibble 
when she is gasping for breath, on the verge of suffocation. She whispers: it's so weird, 
she didn't even introduce herself! Her name is Lizelle, pleased to meet you, you make 
love very well, I hope he will have your eyes. 
That's it. He comes. She smiles. He has honoured his part of the agreement. You 
can kill yourself now; as for me, I have my seed in my womb. But no. Could he wait until 
tomorrow? By copulating a second time tomorrow, the probability of impregnation would 
be even stronger, mathematically speaking. Come to think of it, could she ask him for a 
three-day delay? You never know, the ovum may not be ready yet, spermatozoa survive 
only three days, three times three is nine, three days should be sufficient. Only once a 
day, she can come back at the same time, she suspects he is a busy man but well, he could 
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come and live with her for an entire month, whatever is convenient for him. She has an 
old house with a big veranda, several cats of all colors, and an impressive variety of 
heliotrope. 
He still cannot get a word in. Neither to refuse nor to agree. Nor to think. He is 
held hostage. A charming insane person is tying him to life. Is hoodwinking him into a 
series of plans where shapes of redheaded children mingle with immature ovum. 
Of course, he is free to agree or not, but she would greatly appreciate his granting 
her this extension, she is really keen on it, only during the perilous days, perhaps one or 
two extra days. She runs her hands over her imaginary belly as she would a crystal ball, 
talking about the baby as if it already existed, as if it resembled them... Please... She 
promises to give the gun back afterwards. If he still needs it. Because clearly, she would 
never dare hope that a man like him, a real man, could think of becoming a father forever 
by committing to a woman like herself. 
Now she can keep the firearm as long as she wants. He has chosen to wait. To 
cross the missed appointment off his schedule, the first in his whole life. After all, he can 
very well postpone his suicide until tomorrow. Or later. A few weeks, a few months, a 
few years. Doesn't he have a mistress now, a bit crazy but, all things considered, 
captivating, and soon a child to feed? 
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Intermezzo 
Her. His newest little student. She arrives, dragging her feet, nonchalantly. She 
will celebrate her fifteenth birthday in seven days. She has just finished her school day. 
Still wearing her uniform. White blouse, short checkered skirt, and knee-high stockings. 
She started playing the piano when she was very young. Has been playing for 
seven years already. She demanded that she get a new piano teacher. She claimed the 
previous one treated her like a baby. She laid emphasis on these words. Like a baby. First 
lesson today. 
Him. A music therapy student. Gives lessons to pay for his studies. Introduces 
himself. Brief handshake. All ten fingers. Real pianist fingers, so long, the kind that play 
all chords, that spread easily, stretch all the way to a twelve-note interval. 
He asks her to play something, anything. To determine her level. To evaluate her 
talent. Invites her to make her way toward the instrument. 
She pounces on the piano. A fury. Does not even take the time to sit down. Can no 
longer suppress her desire. She plays by heart. She has chosen her favourite piece. Gypsy 
Dances by an anonymous composer. 
He listens to her and watches her. A piece that, at first glance, is much too 
difficult for a kid her age. He will be sure to let her know that playing the piano standing 
up as she does represents an inexcusable lack of method, which could corrupt her 
performance. However, he notices the suppleness of her hands, so captivating, and the 
ability of her ten fingers, extremely long. 
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She stops. Barely for a second. She no longer seems to notice the presence of this 
new teacher. She keeps playing the same bars. Loudly. Striking the chords of her teenage 
rebellion. Shots. She is machine-gunning the silence. Wants to eliminate it. To murder it 
for good, drive it out of her life, along with this heavy shyness that has followed her 
everywhere, like a millstone around her neck, for the past fifteen years. Preventing her 
from being like all the other girls. From finding a boyfriend. 
The teacher dares not stop her. Each note reverberates as though sounding the 
alarm of an inner cataclysm. And the ten fingers, so long, hammer out difficult chords, 
always the same ones, in a perfect although strange manner. 
Then she carries on with the piece. Ravages the silence. Uproots raucous sounds 
from it, tears apocalyptic tirades from it. A cyclone, a tempest. Almost disruptive to the 
ear. But, to the eye, a display of pianistic technique. The fingers move feverishly, driven 
by a tornado of violence endlessly unleashed. 
The fingers. One by one, beating down on the keys in a rhythmic banging. Ten 
long whips held by two ravaging palms. Animal hands that scratch the skin of silence. 
That savagely penetrate it to imprint acoustic hieroglyphs on it. 
The last part of the first movement. A succession of arpeggios that reach a long 
crescendo until the final descent into the last notes, no louder than a murmur. Perfect 
nuances. Where there were no indications on the score. Where such nuances were 
essential. 
The performance troubles him. He is incapable of describing exactly what he 
feels. 
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Jealousy. He takes each note as an insult. Has never managed to feel, to render a 
score with such intensity. 
Fascination. Because of the fingers. Ten whips on the skin of silence. A disturbing 
vision that his fantasies transpose onto a man's body. Onto his body. 
Desire. She has moved on to the second movement. A completely different style. 
Danza de la seduccion. She is sitting down now. She comes nearer to the piano, as if to 
become one with the instrument. 
Tense, the teacher lights a cigarette. Smokes his uneasiness. 
With her ten fingers, she seems to be undressing the silence. Slipping it off, 
slowly, between sounds, like a silky dress, to reveal the body of the music, underneath. 
Her melody fingers the air, withdraws, penetrates it fully. Sounds and modulations join 
together in an absolutely indecent performance. 
He cannot conceive that a fifteen-year-old girl could render this movement with 
such sensuality. 
Her eyes have been closed for a while now. Have captured the image of the piano 
teacher with whom all of her girlfriends would probably be infatuated. Imagines him 
approaching from behind, lifting her hair, and congratulating her by kissing the nape of 
her neck. And perhaps her ear. And her mouth too. 
Convinced that her secret fantasy has been broadcast live on the wide screen that 
is her face, she flushes. She does not know what came over her. She opens her eyes. 
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Turns her head toward the teacher, without stopping her playing. Relieved. His eyes are 
still riveted on her fingers. He is trying to detect technical errors. 
Having remained standing until now, it is his turn to press himself against the 
instrument. He wants to vibrate with it. To be as one with the music. To merge with it. 
Receives each note like an invitation. A caress. 
He stares at the undulations of her hands. Watches the fingers licking the keys. 
Imagines them on his body. Gentle arpeggio strokes that thread their way from his 
backbone to his stomach to finally coil round his erection. He pictures himself naked, 
surrendering to the ten tentacle fingers of this girl-woman who is ravaging and sensual, 
the way he likes them. 
His hand has slipped under her skirt. All by itself. Driven by the cadence. Wants 
to feel the impulses at the core. To delve into the harmonics of desire, hidden under her 
panties. 
The ten fingers have fallen silent. Clumsy, they are searching for a keyboard of 
flesh. Attempting to catch up with their male counterparts, to make him understand that a 
kiss would suffice, for the time being. Are incapable of conveying their refusal. No 
longer under her control. As if frozen in fear. 
She opens her mouth. Barely. But the man puts a forefinger on her lips. Pushes 
protests back inside. His erection wants to beat the time. It wants to come in the heart of 
silence, now. 
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The first time. A man's erection is waltzing inside her for the first time. 
Disrupting her intimate metronome, making her explore unfamiliar tonalities. 
Protest or take advantage of the opportunity. She finally decides to submit. She 
keeps telling herself that there has to be a first time, that she is luckier than her 
girlfriends, that he is good-looking, at least, although a bit old, but just how old, about ten 
years older than her... 
Her ten fingers are panicking now. Taking the shape of fists. Drumming on the 
other's chest for a moment. Then caressing. No longer knowing. What about love? 
Her mouth opens, she hears itself whispering "I love you," like in the movies, 
when it is over, after the first time, and when it seems as if it were forever. 
He does not know yet how he will tell her. That they spent a wonderful time 
together. Unique. But that it would be wiser to find another piano teacher. That he is not 
worthy. And another lover. That he already has a girlfriend. That he is getting married in 
two months. That he has already started a family in another woman's womb. That he only 
wanted to be one with the music. Just for an intermezzo. That it was because of her ten 
fingers, like whips, like tongues... 
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Da capo 
Since the man left, Sarah has been traveling across herself like a desert. 
Their very last quarrel goes back to the purchase of a painting. Marcel believed 
that Sarah had paid an exorbitant price for a real piece of junk, by an unknown woman 
artist who, what is more, favours figurative art. Sarah has no taste. She never did. She is 
uneducated. 
* * * 
A land of arid dunes. By way of a sky, the vulture-shaped skeletons of two red 
hands cast their menacing shadows over sand women. In places, long strokes of white 
gouache disfigure the contours. As if the artist had interrupted her work, deliberating over 
whether to continue on or to erase everything. The more Sarah observes this painting, the 
more she believes its value rests on the fact that it is unfinished. Or undergoing 
transformation. Like her. 
She has hung it on the wall across from where she spends most of her time. The 
one just behind her piano. This way, when she is playing, she really feels as though she 
were inhabiting this pictorial space. Standing there, invisible but standing, somewhere in 
the middle of the landscape. She does not know where yet. She is looking for herself. 
* * * 
Some women are suffocating under the sand. Before her break-up with Marcel, 
Sarah also was suffocating under the dunes of silence. Now, except for a pair of teary 
eyes contemplating a painting and ten tumultuous fingers racing wildly over the ebony 
and the ivory of a keyboard, she is nothing. She is waiting for herself. 
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In principle, she continues to exist for others. The concert artists she accompanies. 
Her young pupils. Their parents. She automatically doles out the customary advice: round 
your little hands as if grasping an apple. Relax your arms and shoulders. The left-hand 
accompaniment never as loud as the melody. But apart from her role as a musician who 
gives piano lessons to survive, she is merely an uninhabited woman. A barren land. A 
nomadic body searching for its soul. When the others leave, when the door to her studio 
closes, she continues her journey. 
To her, the painting gradually becomes a two-way mirror. By examining it 
without ever seeing her reflection, Sarah has come to tell herself that she no longer exists. 
In order to convince herself that she really is somebody, she looks at photographs from 
the past. From the time she was a child to when she became an adult. Clichés of herself 
that she attempts to place somewhere in the heart of the work, like the missing pieces of 
an unsolvable puzzle. But the pieces never fit. Those depicting a bride adorned with satin 
are especially out of place. Sarah keeps telling herself that none of this is still real. 
Neither the white dress, nor the tears of mothers and aunts, nor for better, nor for worse. 
Sarah stares at the painting the same way some people close their eyes. To forget. 
In the course of one morning, a cyclone had devastated her life. Taking away her 
marital status, her husband, and her furniture. 
* * * 
To find themselves again, some women feel the need to treat themselves to a 
holiday in a warm country, to a makeover package at a beauty salon, or to a visit to a 
thalassotherapy centre. As for Sarah, she stays home. Sitting on a piano bench, she plays 
the chromatic scale of her disillusions. During the worst moments, right in the middle of a 
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piece she is playing, all sense of tonality and tempo vanishes. All that is left is a woman 
crying, both hands crushed like stones, on the keys of the instrument. 
* * * 
Sometimes, she dreams that her bones have been buried in the sand. That with her 
shapeless limbs, she must carry out a difficult excavation to salvage herself piece by 
piece. 
* * * 
On the days she is not giving lessons, she stays under the sheets until two in the 
afternoon. In her mind, her journey is progressing. All she has to do is close her eyes. The 
painting's landscape has become part of her. She must circumvent thousands of 
kilometres of questions, lies, and repressions. She is continually trying to find her way. 
One moment, she is jubilant over having finally managed to free herself from the other's 
hold. An hour later, she is sobbing and full of regrets. 
Sarah wonders what lies beyond Marcel's horizon. Sometimes, she gets the urge 
to call him. But they would have nothing to say to each other. Nothing left in common, 
other than ashes of memories that each of them is trying to scatter to the four winds. 
During these irrational moments, she retreats into music, the way she often did as a 
teenager: at the beginning of the first movement of a suite, she sticks to a few bars, two or 
three chords, always the same ones, which she plays over and over again until she is 
exhausted. 
* * * 
Like a sand castle that the wind is gradually disintegrating, Sarah patiently 
reinvents herself from one dream to the next. Some nights, she has the impression that by 
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divorcing the man, she divorced reality. Then all of a sudden, the cat starts meowing and 
Sarah returns to real life, where cats brush against their mistresses' calves and purr, 
begging for their food. 
Her cat. Nowadays, it is the only being that knows everything about her. Her 
sorrows. Her wanderings. Her lethargic states. And the infinite distance to cover. On her 
days off, the cat has become the only creature she talks to. Taking care of the animal is 
her proof that she is still alive. When she no longer knows who she is, she keeps telling 
herself that she has a cat and that she plays the piano. 
* * * 
Marcel has returned to pick up his sculptures and his books. He asks her why she 
is crying. He says: "In any case, we don't love each other anymore." That's it. He's right. 
They don't love each other anymore. Besides, she hadn't intended to lose it in front of 
him. But. 
There it is. They don't love each other anymore. May he go away then, once and 
for all, with the last of his things. May he go away so that she can carry on with her 
expedition. From one end of herself to the other, the road is so long. 
* * * 
Sarah spies on herself. In her wedding pictures. A girl who could not stop smiling 
at the camera, proclaiming to everyone that she was celebrating the greatest day of her 
life. A girl she no longer recognizes. Yet it was only four or five years ago. She doesn't 
know exactly. She believes that it's a good sign. A sign that she is unearthing herself, 
little by little, by clawing her way out of these mountains of memories that smother her. 
By digging all the way down to where she lost herself. All the way to the hard rock of her 
adolescence. When she wanted a boyfriend at any price. 
Every time she comes back to reality, she puts her material existence to the test by 
massaging herself, one part of her body at a time. Feet, legs, thighs, groin, genitals, 
stomach, throat, and arms. To make sure that she will never be reduced to dust, because 
sometimes, her nightmares catch up to her. She is suffocating under the earth. Mixed with 
craters, grass snakes, and rocks. A fossilized cry on her lips. 
* * * 
When she is in too much pain, she plays the pieces of her repertoire one by one: 
fugues, nocturnes, and sonatas. Visions assail her in bursts. From the north, the south, the 
east, the west of her memory. From one stop to the next, Sarah feels certain that with the 
man she never was anything more than a paltry mirage of herself. 
* * * 
Detail. Sarah catches a glimpse of herself. A prodigious female pianist is 
superimposed on the poor female musician who gives piano lessons at home in order to 
survive. On the new stereo she bought for herself, Sarah listens to her favourite piece 
over and over again. Fantaisie-Impromptu by Chopin. Savouring the nuances and 
ritardandos, she slowly caresses her keyboard. Her eyes have shifted from the striking 
colors of the painting to the black and white of a musical score. Reading and listening are 
sufficient for the moment. She puts some of her own advice into practice. She is always 
repeating to her young pupils: the act of listening combined with that of reading the score 
is an important step in the learning process. 
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One morning, finally, Sarah notices it. A long streak of white gouache across the 
painting. From the East to the West. Like a series of footprints left by an invisible female 
visitor. And yet, for several days now, Sarah has been feeling as though she is no longer 
alone. That a shadow of herself has been preceding her and guiding her in her progress. 
Showing her the way. 
* * * 
Sun. Happiness. Oasis. Sarah knows where she is now. She is waiting for herself 
at the other end of the painting. Just outside the frame. Where she must imagine other 
landscapes from now on. 
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A Carcass on the Tongue 
To Jeremy, for the elephants 
I always draw my bath water too hot. Really boiling hot. On purpose. It is because 
of the fish. The fish are small but extremely vicious. They hide in the pipes and lie in 
wait. And when we are playing, they bite us. And they leave with their mouthful. My 
brother said so. He's older, he knows everything, my brother: "Be careful. Fish like warm 
freshwater. They lie low in the drains and watch you. Thousands of bulging eyes that 
resent you." 
So today, I ran my bath water even more boiling hot than usual. Almost no cold 
water. A trickle. This way, they will all die, scalded. But I'm having trouble getting into 
my bath. I get in gradually. Bit by bit. At first, it's hot and it tingles. And then, I feel 
nothing. Numb. I sit facing the hole, to see the fish, if there are any, and I wait. And I'm 
hot. And I'm scared. 
To distract myself, I look at what is around me. I stare at things and try to 
understand them. Like this huge drawing, on our bathroom wall. A picture taken of the 
underwater world, with lots of grey foam, up top, and funny-looking two-headed 
octopuses, down below. It looks as if they are fighting. But my brother told me they are 
doing grown-up stuff. Like he and Melanie do when my mother isn't there. Two eels 
fighting in my mother's bed. 
The drains are dirty, so the fish that live in them are ugly. Bodies with two heads 
struggling to go in opposite directions. When the fighting escalates, it makes waves, and 
when there are too many waves, a stench comes up from the drains. Then our pipes vomit 
up their monsters. Muscular rats, loaches, and even fathers who are adrift because, one 
time, they threw themselves into the river. That's what happened to mine. 
As for my mother, she's a serene siren. Before, she used to cry all the time. 
Nowadays, she goes to school and has a new friend. His name is Mario. His toothbrush, 
his razor, and his bottle of perfume already live at our place. 
Mario is just a big leech. My brother said so. 
There. On the shelf. A green bottle with a golden cap. Mario calls it Polo. 
Mommy told me not to touch it. But that bottle fascinates me, with that beautiful horse on 
it. Poor horse! Kept on a rope by a Bad Guy who is threatening it with a stick. 
To give myself courage and stop thinking about the horse that the man might kill, 
I play sawfish and skates when I'm not imitating a frog by trying to splash water on the 
ceiling. If fish had wings, they would be pterodactyls. If pterodactyls had fins, they would 
look like sharks. If Mario had a tail, he would look like a monkey. If there were a flood, I 
could live on the water. Because I'm a pirate, a real one, thanks to my Auntyally. She 
made me a costume for Halloween. A big purple sweater with a skull on it, a scarf with 
black polka dots, an eye patch, a sword and all. Even though Halloween isn't until several 
more beddy-byes, I always wear it. Except when I'm taking my bath and when I go to 
sleep. And when I go to school, because there, we're not allowed to be ourselves. The 
rest of the time, I wear it. Even over my coat. Even to go to the grocery store where live 
lobsters, red with anger, stare at me, waving their pincers and their sharp threats. 
For the time being, stark naked, I watch my surroundings and stay on my guard. 
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Fish don't like soap. So I let it dissolve slowly, like a big poisoned peppermint. 
Maybe they will run out of water? The other day, I pushed some cotton wool deep 
down into the pipe again, using Mario's toothbrush, the bristle end. To make sure you 
don't get swallowed up, you have to plug all the holes. The manholes, the bathtub's 
stomach, the toilet's bad breath, and even the garbage disposal's big mouth in the kitchen. 
To know what is in people's heads, when I meet them, I ask them to draw me a 
stagecoach wheel. My brother is the best at it. He draws me the whole caravan, the 
horses, the camels, the desert, and even the lizards that come with it. As for my teacher, 
she is slow. She thinks too much before acting. She asked me where I ever learned such 
rare words. Then, all she managed to reproduce was a lousy circle with a dot in the 
middle. As for Mario, he didn't even touch the pencil. He laughed. At the same time, he 
let out a huge fart. I pretended not to hear anything. But I had my answer. 
Mario and his big stinky bottle of water. Personally, it's the horse that I like. It 
looks as if it is trapped inside the bottle. Looks as if it is stamping its hooves behind the 
glass, asking me to help it escape. So I tap the neck against the edge of our old raised 
bathtub. Bang and tap and break and oops. The perfume. Spilled. Almost half of it in my 
bath. The rest on the floor. Creeping like a long grass snake over to the door. 
The vapours weaken me, make me dizzy. The water has grown cold. 1 think that it 
is stirring. That something slimy has just brushed against my calves. That bulgy eyes are 
looking for me through the swirls. That the horse is turning into a sea horse, blaming me 
for having broken the bones in its legs. 
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I'm scared. Now I am crying. I get the impression that even my body is against 
me. I can barely move my lips to call for my mother. Several fish are floating on their 
backs, others are struggling against death. The survivors are making their way toward the 
chasm of my throat. I can hear the lapping of fins approaching, approaching, 
approaching. The octopuses on the wall are laughing at me and I'm shaking now, I can't 
think of any way of repelling the invaders. Help, help. My cry does not stop them. I 
clench my jaws shut. Too late. I have a carcass on my tongue. Cut in half. Its mollusc 
head has won the race. I have swallowed it. I will die, eaten away from the inside. 
Mommy! 
My mother picks up the bits and pieces from the accident, soothes me with my 
favourite pyjamas, the ones with the jungle animals on them, and here I am, already 
taking off, making the ground shake with every step I take. 
Mommy turns around, a little impatient. She asks me where all of this energy is 
coming from, why I am making so much noise, couldn't I run a little more quietly while 
she is doing her homework instead of astounding her with my elephant walk? 
No. Because that's what life is: being called Loïc, being six years old, and feeling 
so heavy because your pant pockets are filled with elephants. 
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Boa Woman 
She has thirty of them. Thirty bracelets on each arm. Up to her shoulders. Some 
made out of carved wood, others of engraved metals. She is wearing a sleeveless dress 
that fits her tightly like a skin of scales. She has been coming here every evening for the 
past week. Always wearing outfits as provocative as they are eccentric. 
Each time, every stare moves with her. Following her movements, to the end of 
the bar, where she sits. Just across from the men's room. Where they will all file past her, 
inevitably, at one point or another during the evening. She sits up straight, attentive, sits 
at her table as if she were in a courtroom, watching a succession of witnesses being called 
to the stand of her desires. 
She waits. Smokes a cigarette. Drinks a glass of wine in small gulps. With the tip 
of her nails, she fiddles with one of her rebellious curls that descend from her chignon 
tied low at the nape. All of her moves are slow, calculated, synchronized with the beat of 
seduction. 
She is not really prettier than the other women. But she possesses a stranglehold 
charm. And she knows it. She is enchanted by her appearance. Extremely long legs, 
delicate hips, long torso, like the extension of her neck, except for two small but firm 
breasts. A mouth too big, disproportionate to the rest of her face. A beguiling smile. 
Every now and then, she gets up to dance. She threads her way through the crowd 
and the smoke. Snakes through bewitched stares. She looks as though she were crawling 
through the air. She prefers the moments when the dance floor is packed. Inopportune 
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swaying of the hips that gives rise to unexpected fondling and stroboscopes revealing 
syncopated bodies turn her on. 
But, more often than not, she remains at her table and waits. She dismembers the 
bodies. Evaluates all of the parts, separately. Scrupulously. Almost indecently. The 
nymphomaniac look. Always ready to start on ocular preliminaries. 
She claims that people stare the same way they make love. That with the first 
glance, one can predict the best or the worst. That one, for example. Suit, tie. Obviously, 
he is not in the habit of doing this kind of thing. Eyes caged behind small glasses. A 
polite glance, not too insistent, to which she replies with a few inviting flutters of the 
eyelids. His lack of confidence makes him hesitate a moment, his excessive timidity 
compels him to lower his head, until he decides, without much conviction, to push ahead 
with his overtures. Too late. 
She has already spotted another man two metres away. Here he is approaching, 
too sure of himself. Usually, that is when they spoil everything. When they open their 
mouths to introduce themselves. 
He asks for permission to share her table, invites himself as he asks the question, 
abruptly admits having noticed her immediately upon her arrival, he even believes they 
understood each other straightaway, earlier, on the dance floor, his name is Justin and she 
is no longer listening to him. She cloisters herself in her big yellow sketching book. She 
sketches, concentrated, without taking any notice of the man attempting to strike up a 
conversation in vain. Answers a few questions, evasive, by telling him precisely which 
poses she would like him to hold. 
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No, she is not from around here. Yes, she paints for a living. Could he turn more 
to the left? She pays attention to him only to feel the firmness of his pectorals that show 
through the fabric of his sweater, measures his chest, lingers over the size of his 
shoulders. 
As proud as he is taken aback, he does not dare to slip away. He loses patience 
after a few sketches, looks for a reason to escape, mentions that he is thirsty, that he will 
come back, of course, as soon as he has ordered another drink. His tone betrays him. He 
will not come back. But she could not care less. She takes advantage of the fact that he is 
turning his back to her to define the small of his back. Then raises her head at once, 
waiting. She stares intensely at a third admirer. 
Leaning on the counter. All he is wearing is jeans and a half-open leather jacket. 
He is smoking a Gitane, inhaling deeply. His muscular thorax swells, highlighting a 
striking tattoo. A cobra, which starts at the left pectoral, climbs up the trachea, and opens 
its mouth as if it were biting his Adam's apple. He pretends to be searching for an ashtray 
which he does not find, furiously grinds his cigarette out with his heel. He probably 
thinks that he is impressing her. 
It is his turn to fail at her table. Immediately clutches her by the waist, as if 
already considering her to be his. The possessive and in-a-hurry kind. His name is Bruce 
and he goes straight to the point. He wants her. The confidences he whispers in her ear 
bluntly confirm it to her. But, already, she is sketching his profile without reacting to his 
lewd caresses. Barely a few minutes of fruitless advances. He gets discouraged. He leaves 
her, clearly frustrated, calling her a bitch, a whore, a tease. 
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It does not affect her. She is the Boa Woman. 
The Boa Woman goes out to feed. An insatiable appetite for knowing she is 
attractive. She is not necessarily looking for a lover. She is looking to feel desire wander 
all over her body, like thousands of caressing hands. To perceive the eyes sliding, like a 
breath, moving down from her neckline to her wrist, criss-crossing the flesh in between 
her bracelets, driving her pencil. So she draws, feeding on the other's stare. A multitude 
of sketches that give her inspiration for her paintings, when she goes home. 
When she paints, she is naked. Naked underneath big white overalls, pockets 
filled with gigantic paintbrushes. Satin overalls, so that the texture will excite her 
epidermis, reminding her of the thrills of desire. So that she will feel excessively 
sensitive, as if hypersensitive tactile organs were spreading to the tips of her fingers. To 
the very tip of her paintbrush, which is moving, slowly, licking the canvas. 
For the past several days, she has been working on a huge diptych, which covers a 
whole wall, where she has been painting bodies. Faceless lovers who have entered her 
life through dreamt or real affairs. Headless bodies, naked, that merge together, entangled 
in a heap of flesh-colored grass snakes. And her own body, which she superimposes just 
about everywhere. 
Every morning, she stands in front of her mirror. Poses for herself. Lingers over a 
particular limb. The leg, for example. Contracts the muscles. Relaxes them. Admires 
them in action, relaxed. Endeavours to reproduce their exact constitution, tension, bulk. 
She slaves away at it for hours, and all of a sudden, she feels the need to touch her body. 
To make sure that she still exists. That she has not become merely reflections and shades. 
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Some afternoons, she hangs about in a shopping mall or on a public bench, 
sketching book at hand, and watches passersby in order to find herself a model. Closely 
scrutinizes the procession of frames. Tries to guess the shapes underneath the fabrics and 
cuts. Compares male anatomies one with the other, never going all the way up to the 
heads. She scribbles pieces of men. Until she catches sight of the perfect subject. 
Then she stands up. She walks up to him, wiggling her hips. Tells him she is a 
portrait painter, explains to him that she needs a model, a live one, an urgent order, that it 
will take only a few moments. She brandishes a false business card, Oveline Walter, 
sketcher for Tendances, the monthly magazine. A magazine that does not exist. A name 
that is not hers. She assures him that she will give him a rough sketch in return, if he 
accepts, just for a short moment, to pose for her. 
She begs. She smiles. Dulls him with her stare. Starts working without even 
waiting for him to confirm his intention of collaborating, imposes postures on him, 
repositions him with a sure but lingering hand, chin a little more tilted, shoulders a little 
less curved; she suggests sticking out his chest to set off his remarkable abdominal 
muscles, there, perfect, wonderful, beautiful, absolutely incredible. 
Point-blank, she asks him who he is. His answer inspires her to make a first blob, 
others follow and she sketches and she sketches and she shades off. Until he becomes a 
monster. Then, with a muffled voice, she coils him into her frenzy. She explains to him 
that she has developed a personal technique of divination that combines charcoal, 
Kabbalah, and ink. She makes up stories, she extrapolates and, from one contrivance to 
the next, elated by his credulous expression, she weaves him a successful future: an 
unexpected trip, a gorgeous girlfriend, a car he will win in a raffle. But recto, verso, recto, 
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her sketches follow one another and the empty spaces fill with larvae. Truths begin to 
hatch like eggs. 
At the height of fascination: gaping, silence dissolved into darkness. She enjoys 
dropping him into the void. She claims that the hatch always closes, just like that, without 
warning, that her premonitions come wedged between laughs, it can't be helped. On a 
blank sheet of paper, she roughly sketches the arch of his eyebrows, the curve of his nose, 
the shadow of eyelashes on his cheek. She tears off the page immediately. Hands it to 
him, looking truly satisfied with this lousy sketch of his face. Barely a draft. She gives 
him back his head. Keeps the rest of his body hostage in her sketch pad. 
Sometimes, when she goes to bars, she chooses a guinea pig and pushes the 
bewitchment to the extreme. She smiles, she draws, she converses. She coos. She 
strangles. In between inviting glances, she predicts the imminence of a new female lover. 
A woman artist. A woman crazy about cats, who collects heliotropes and who cannot 
breathe without music. Like me, she insinuates. And it never fails. For a week, a month, a 
season, she settles down. She improvises long sessions, where tongues sound out 
intimacy down into the most hidden recesses, where gestures explore each of the 
erogenous zones, some known and others, private, secret, invented through caresses. 
And then she suffocates under the sand. Disperses her daughters to the four winds, 
abandons the fathers, and buries herself again in her paintings, this space-time continuum 
without beginning or end, where her fantasies and her lovers mingle on her canvases. 
Canvases she leaves just about anywhere, sometimes even before they are finished. Like 
paper skins. Signed under a pseudonym. 
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Her future is a big blank sheet of paper that she fills to overflowing and that she 
replaces immediately. By another. And yet another. 
May her daughters forgive her. She is all of these women who inhabit her and to 
whom she can give life only through lies. 
She evacuates her love affairs like buildings burnt to the ground. 
Anything Boys Can Do 
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Par Angie Abdou 
Traduit de l'anglais par Eva Milanovic 
Cauchemars douillets 
Meurtrissures 
Un lac artificiel 
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Cauchemars douillets 
Petit à petit, Joyce se réveille avant l'aube, tirée du confort profond du sommeil 
contre sa volonté, assaillie par le bruit d'une foule qui pousse des cris. Parmi les cris, une 
voix se distingue, celle d'une femme, rauque et désespérée : « Au secours ! Au secours ! 
Au secours ! » 
La peur au ventre, Joyce tire la couette par-dessus sa tête et fait semblant de ne 
pas entendre. Elle sait qu'elle devrait aider cette femme. Mais elle en est incapable. Où 
que se trouve cette femme, Joyce ne veut pas y aller. 
Ayant entendu la femme, mais faisant semblant de ne pas l'entendre, Joyce 
n'arrive plus à se rendormir. Elle invoque ses personnages de rêves favoris. Parfois elle y 
arrive juste en pensant à des gens qu'elle aime, à qui elle peut faire faire ce qu'elle veut ; 
elle peut inventer un rêve et s'y glisser facilement. Mais aujourd'hui, elle se sert de tous 
ses trucs pour s'endormir. Le sommeil ne vient pas. 
À ses côtés, Murray a une respiration égale et lourde. Joyce envie son sommeil 
profond, son inconscience de la foule qui pousse des cris, de la femme qui a besoin 
d'aide. Son corps est chaud et elle résiste à l'envie de se blottir contre lui. Peut-être que si 
elle pouvait être attirée par le corps de Murray, elle ne se sentirait pas aussi triste. Tout 
irait bien. Mais Joyce repousse cette tentation en même temps que la couette, quitte le lit 
discrètement, et descend l'escalier pour faire du café et lire le journal. À travers la porte-
fenêtre, elle aperçoit Ben, leur matou noir, qui quémande pour qu'on le laisse entrer. 
C'est sans doute le « Au secours ! Au secours ! Au secours ! » qui s'est faufilé dans ses 
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rêves. Ce n'était que le chat. Quelle façon de commencer la journée ! Un matin de 
mauvais augure qui suit une nuit de mauvais augure. 
Joyce ouvre la porte patio pour Ben. Pauvre minet, dehors toute la nuit. Elle se 
dirige vers le frigo, lui verse du lait dans une soucoupe comme cadeau de réconciliation. 
Ben est facilement conquis et frotte son pelage couvert de rosée contre les mollets de 
Joyce qui sont encore nus, car elle n'a enfilé que des pantoufles avec sa chemise de nuit 
qui lui arrive au genou. S'étant racheté auprès de Ben, Joyce allume la cafetière, ramasse 
le journal à la porte d'entrée et syntonise un poste de radio, de la musique douce qu'elle 
écoute en sourdine pour ne pas réveiller Murray. Voilà. Joyce se sent sortir de ses 
sombres rêves et savoure le silence du matin tout en feuilletant le journal jusqu'à la 
section des Arts. En réalité, tout ce qui l'intéresse, ce sont les comptes rendus de livres et 
de films. Elle sait que le reste, les « vraies » nouvelles, devrait lui importer, surtout 
qu'elle a deux enfants d'âge adulte qui tentent de se débrouiller dans le monde 
d'aujourd'hui, mais bon... elle en baîlle d'ennui. Elle préfère lire ce que les critiques 
littéraires du National Post ont à dire du dernier recueil de nouvelles d'Alice Munro. 
S'appuyant au comptoir de granit, elle se perche sur un tabouret et replie ses 
jambes sous sa chemise de nuit de façon à s'asseoir sur ses pieds. Sa toute petite taille lui 
permet de le faire sans perdre l'équilibre et faire basculer le tabouret. Bien que Joyce soit 
dans la quarantaine - sa cinquième décennie, se plaît-elle à dire en riant et en récitant 
joyeusement : Je vieillis... Je vieillis... Je ferai au bas de mes pantalons un retroussis -, 
elle est parfaitement à l'aise dans cette pose enfantine. Murray prétend que l'air de 
jeunesse de Joyce tient non seulement à sa taille de jeune fille ou à son épaisse chevelure 
noire qui retombe lourdement sur ses épaules, mais à ce quelque chose dans son énergie, 
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dans ses gestes : la façon dont elle fait tournoyer distraitement une mèche de cheveux 
autour de son nez en lisant, la façon dont parfois, et sans la moindre gêne, elle se met à 
gueuler d'une voix traînante un couplet en mesure avec la chanson « Delta Dawn » de 
Tanya Tucker à la radio. 
Ses enfants trouvaient cela amusant lorsqu'ils étaient petits, mais s'en plaignaient 
parfois en entrant dans l'adolescence. « Pourquoi ne peux-tu pas être comme les autres 
mères?», se lamentait Jen quand Joyce s'installait avec les filles pour jouer à la 
maquilleuse et parler des garçons. Ou bien Mike maintenait : « Les mères ne jouent pas 
au hockey dans la rue ! » 
- Ch'suis c'que ch'suis, annonçait Joyce en imitant Popeye de façon exagérée, les 
faisant sourire chaque fois. 
Après s'être sortie de son humeur maussade, qu'elle met maintenant sur le compte 
du mauvais rêve, Joyce apprécie plutôt sa matinée : elle sirote son café, parle à Ben, 
chante avec la radio, joue avec ses cheveux, lit le journal. Elle en est à son deuxième 
compte rendu de livre lorsqu'elle se met à penser aux événements de la veille. 
Quel désastre ! Un des étudiants de Murray aux études supérieures se mariait et 
Murray avait omis de lui parler de l'invitation jusqu'à la journée même. 
- Leur as-tu acheté un cadeau ?, avait-elle demandé même si elle savait qu'il ne 
l'aurait pas fait. Les cadeaux de mariage relevaient clairement du domaine de l'épouse. 
« Je ne sais pas pourquoi tu ne m'en as pas parlé avant. » 
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En fait, elle savait très bien pourquoi. Premièrement, il ne lui en avait pas parlé 
parce qu'il est un professeur étourdi, et pour une raison quelconque, ce défaut, considéré 
comme de l'incompétence chez d'autres, est censé être vu comme étant sympathique chez 
les gens qui travaillent pour l'université. Deuxièmement, il ne lui en avait pas parlé parce 
qu'ils ne s'étaient pas adressé la parole depuis plus d'une semaine. Dix jours entiers. 
Mais Joyce aimait les réceptions et son irritation se dissipa rapidement : elle sortit sa robe 
favorite (quelque chose de sexy mais pas trash), choisit une carte touchante mais pas trop 
à l'eau de rose, et demanda à Murray de faire un chèque pour le couple. Cela lui avait 
coûté plus cher qu'un cadeau, mais tant pis : la prochaine fois, il n'avait qu'à la prévenir 
plus de vingt-quatre heures à l'avance. 
Le mariage avait lieu à l'hôtel Millstone, près de Stratford, en Ontario - à près 
d'une heure de route de leur maison à London. Une heure dans la voiture avec Murray 
qui fait la tête. C'était assez pour décourager n'importe qui. N'importe qui sauf Joyce. 
Faisant fi de la pluie torrentielle et du silence renfrogné de son chauffeur, Joyce monta le 
son lorsqu'elle entendit la chanson « Mexico » de James Taylor jouer sur la cassette radio 
et se mit à se balancer dans son siège tout en chantant fort. Le fait que Joyce ne 
connaissait pas les paroles ne l'empêchait pas de participer, ni de chanter à propos du 
soleil malgré le temps pluvieux. Elle espérait faire rire Murray avec ses bouffonneries. 
Ça ne marchait pas. Sa bouche était raide et elle s'aperçut qu'il avait des bajoues. 
Avait-il toujours eu des bajoues ? 
- Bon sang, Joyce ! Regarde la jauge à essence. 
Elle la regarda. 
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- Oups ! Hier je suis allée au marché des agriculteurs à Port Thomas pour acheter 
des asperges. 
- Tu ne pouvais pas faire le plein d'essence ? Sois donc attentive. Concentre-toi 
un peu. 
Le mécontentement l'avait fait sortir de son silence, mais il se replia sur lui-même 
lorsqu'il se rendit compte que ses paroles n'avaient aucun effet sur sa femme. Aucune 
autre parole ne fut échangée jusqu'à Stratford. 
Elle ne comprenait pas pourquoi, pour les habitants de London, le Millstone était 
devenu un endroit aussi branché pour célébrer des mariages. Il faut dire que c'était 
pittoresque et chic, un beau décor rural et vert. Mais le mariage avait lieu le soir. Il faisait 
noir. Le vin aurait sûrement eu un aussi bon goût et la musique aurait joué aussi fort 
quelque part à London. 
Le silence de Murray n'était pas du tout inhabituel. Depuis que Joyce l'avait 
rencontré, il avait été du genre silencieux et studieux. Même maintenant, plus de vingt 
ans plus tard, lorsque quelque chose l'ennuyait, Murray se murait dans un de ces épais 
silences. Murray boudait ; Joyce le laissait faire, mais seulement un moment, puis elle 
faisait le clown jusqu'à ce qu'il sourie. Ensuite, ils se comportaient comme si rien ne 
s'était passé pour provoquer la bouderie. Pourquoi chambarder ce qui fonctionne ? 
Ils s'étaient rencontrés à l'université quand Joyce en était à sa première année au 
baccalauréat et lui, aux études supérieures. Murray faisait une maîtrise en épidémiologie 
(qu'est-ce que c'est que ça, s'était-elle moquée à l'époque, où elle désignait cette 
discipline sous le nom d'« épi-démi-quoi ? »). 
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Murray semblait trouver son ignorance mignonne. Il lui tapotait la taille et, 
décrochant un clin d'oeil à ses collègues, leur annonçait : « L'expertise de Joyce réside 
dans les arts. » Pour une raison ou pour une autre, c'était convenable d'avoir une femme 
dont le cerveau n'était pas équipé pour traiter de sciences dures. 
« Mais mon diplôme est en sciences », protestait Joyce à tout coup. Et d'un ton 
moqueur : « sciences de / 'information et des bibliothèques ! » 
Leurs enfants avaient quitté la maison récemment, leur fils Mike pour se rendre 
jusqu'au Japon y enseigner l'anglais, Jen simplement pour s'enfuir dans une université 
dans une autre ville. Étant donné que Jen était la plus facile à rejoindre des deux, elle était 
forcée de combler le vide que le départ de Mike avait laissé dans la vie de ses parents. Us 
l'appelaient trop souvent, au moins quotidiennement, parfois plus. Murray et Joyce lui 
posaient inévitablement la même série de questions : « Comment vont tes cours ? 
Comment trouves-tu la résidence universitaire ? Aimes-tu tes professeurs ? As-tu eu des 
nouvelles de Mike ? » Murray prenait le téléphone en premier et parcourait la liste, puis 
Joyce suivait avec les mêmes questions. 
- Questions ? C'est plutôt un interrogatoire !, aurait dit Jen. Un jour, bien 
entendu, elle s'emporta : « Mes cours, mes professeurs et ma résidence sont exactement 
pareils qu'hier et qu'avant-hier. En plus, je viens de dire tout ça à papa. Vous ne vous 
parlez pas, ou quoi ? 
C'est à ce moment-là que Joyce a décidé de travailler à temps plein. Dans un élan 
d'indépendance sans précédent, Joyce posa sa candidature à la bibliothèque de 
l'université et informa Murray de sa décision plutôt que de le lui demander. On lui offrit 
97 
un poste au département des collections spéciales. Comme elle en était ravie ! Tous ces 
gros livres poussiéreux débordant de scripts illisibles. Joyce aidait les chercheurs à 
trouver les manuscrits dont ils avaient besoin puis, avec jalousie, elle regardait par-dessus 
leurs épaules pendant qu'ils en transcrivaient le contenu et se griffonnaient au crayon des 
notes remplies de points d'exclamation. Parfois un étudiant aux études supérieures ou un 
jeune professeur y passait la journée, quittait à l'heure de la fermeture, les joues 
empourprées, se jurant de revenir auprès du manuscrit le lendemain à la première heure. 
Ah! Avoir encore vingt ans! soupirait Joyce. Mais après, elle pensait à Murray, à Mike, à 
Jen et à leur maison de pierre à trois étages au bord de la rivière Thames et elle 
reconnaissait que même si elle en avait eu la chance, elle n'aurait probablement pas fait 
les choses autrement. 
Les étudiants prétendaient envier Joyce pour ce qu'ils considéraient comme une 
certaine grâce, une aisance : « T'as calculé ton coup, lui disaient-ils. T'as pas besoin de te 
démener. » 
Cette admiration était plus prononcée chez les étudiants que chez les étudiantes. 
Ou, du moins, c'était eux qui faisaient de tels éloges autour d'un expresso ou d'un café 
latté. Joyce rayonnait devant cette admiration et elle se mit à sourire plus librement. 
C'est-à-dire qu'elle s'aperçut que des sourires apparaissaient sur son visage pour ainsi 
dire malgré elle. Elle se mit à se vaporiser d'un parfum léger, à mettre des boucles 
d'oreilles pendantes, à porter des chandails plus ajustés aux encolures plus échancrées, lui 
donnant le sentiment d'être plus sensuelle, plus sexy. 
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Elle travaillait au département des collections spéciales depuis près d'un an 
lorsqu'elle rencontra Paul, un spécialiste de Beowulf. 11 y avait quelque chose de 
particulièrement rassurant et d'attirant, tout de même, chez cet adulte qui gagnait sa vie à 
étudier des histoires de monstres écrites dans des langues inventées. 
- Ce n'est pas une langue inventée, lui avait dit Paul sans cacher sa consternation. 
C'est une langue ancienne, une forme ancienne de la nôtre. 
Mais Joyce n'arrivait pas à reconnaître quoique ce soit d'anglais dans ces 
caractères bizarres et ces mots imprononçables. Plutôt que d'essayer, elle avait ri et lui 
avait ébouriffé les cheveux. Paul était devenu rouge et Joyce s'était demandé s'il avait 
rougi parce qu'elle avait pris à la légère le travail auquel il consacrait sa vie ou parce 
qu'elle avait eu un effet sur lui. Ce soir-là, comme elle fermait la bibliothèque, elle s'était 
rendu compte, avec un mélange à peine reconnaissable de fierté et de désir, que c'était la 
deuxième hypothèse qui était la bonne, du moins en partie. Avec maladresse, Paul l'invita 
à aller prendre un verre au bar sur le campus, sous prétexte de la convaincre que Beowulf 
n'était pas qu'une histoire de monstres. Alors qu'ils parlaient de littérature autour d'une 
bière blonde, il y eut un effleurement accidentel de la main par-ci, un frottement du genou 
par-là, le tout mêlé à une litanie de bégaiements embarrassés. En se quittant, Paul lui 
confia d'un ton gêné combien il avait apprécié leur conversation et il lui dit espérer qu'un 
de ces jours, ils pourraient répéter l'expérience. 
Elle répéta l'expérience - avec lui et avec d'autres, chaque aventure s'estompant 
avec la prochaine. Un anthropologue, un linguiste, un historien de l'art. Elle appelait cela 
« zoner », quand elle quittait sa maison de pierre au bord de la rivière pour passer des 
soirées en compagnie d'hommes qui avaient adopté le style de vie de l'érudit pauvre. 
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Pourtant, leurs résidences délabrées et exiguës qui dégageaient une odeur de renfermé ne 
la rebutaient aucunement. Bien au contraire, cela lui rappelait l'époque où Murray était 
étudiant, son appartement grand comme un placard rempli de livres et de papiers. Cet 
environnement familier, bien que presque oublié, lui rappelait l'intensité de leurs 
premières rencontres avec une immédiateté que Joyce n'aurait pas crue possible. Quand 
Joyce apercevait un matelas défait sur le plancher d'une pièce qui servait de chambre à 
coucher, de bureau et de salon, c'était comme si elle avait dix-huit ans une fois de plus. 
Quand Joyce sentait une odeur de plaque graisseuse dans un four sale, l'air vicié 
qu'aucun nombre de fenêtres ouvertes ne pouvait chasser, et apercevait l'évier rempli de 
vaisselle sale à une proximité absurde du lit, elle redevenait une belle étudiante qui avait 
toute sa vie devant elle. 
Les rencontres intimes de Joyce étaient clandestines et furtives, la question 
d'urgence laissant peu de temps pour des câlins après la copulation. La sueur avait à 
peine eu le temps de sécher que Joyce enfilait son pantalon d'une main et se recoiffait de 
l'autre. Cela lui était également familier. À dix-huit ans, avec Murray, c'était le couvre-
feu de la résidence universitaire qui la faisait rentrer à toute vitesse et maintenant, c'était 
son mari qui l'attendait à la maison. La culpabilité jouait un rôle dans les deux cas et, 
maintenant comme à l'époque, cela contribuait à y mettre du piquant. 
Au début, Murray se demandait ce qui retardait Joyce après le travail et elle ne 
s'efforçait pas vraiment de trouver des excuses. En fait, Joyce était fière de ses nouveaux 
amis, contente de sa popularité, et elle le disait volontiers à Murray : « Je vais rentrer 
tard, je vais prendre un café avec John, un verre avec Paul, rendre visite à Thomas, 
rencontrer Dennis. » Murray se moquait de la nouvelle série de « prétendants » de sa 
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femme, c'est ainsi qu'il les appelait. Il riait au début. Mais plus elle se mit à rentrer tard, 
moins il riait. 
- Un autre rendez-vous avec un de tes nombreux prétendants ?, lui demandait-il 
avec aigreur. 
- Des prétendants !, répétait Joyce. Tu sais bien que c'est toi mon mec, Murray. 
De toute façon, pourquoi est-ce que ces jeunes garçons s'intéresseraient à moi ? Je suis 
comme une grande sœur pour eux. Même, une mère. 
Joyce attendait que Murray proteste, mais il ne le faisait jamais. 
La réaction la plus furibonde de Murray - ou du moins celle qui se rapprochait le 
plus de la furie - fut quand Joyce manqua une réception facultaire. Ce n'est pas comme si 
c'était un grand événement officiel - selon le raisonnement de Joyce : c'était plutôt un 
simple « vins et fromages » chez un collègue. Une occasion pour les hommes de se vanter 
de leurs récentes publications, de pontifier sur leurs connaissances sans bornes du 
domaine d'expertise quel qu'il soit, et une occasion pour les femmes d'être jolies et vives 
d'esprit, mais pas trop vives d'esprit, au bras de leur mari accompli. 
Quel ennui. Pas étonnant que Joyce ait sauté sur une meilleure proposition. 
Daniel, un jeune professeur d'histoire en quête de sa permanence, préparait une 
communication en vue du prochain Congrès international d'études médiévales : il 
demanda à Joyce de venir à son appartement pour qu'il puisse lui en faire la présentation. 
Il avait installé le projecteur de diapositives dans son appartement, avait-il dit, et pourrait 
bénéficier des impressions d'un non-spécialiste en la matière. 
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- Tu ne pourrais pas aller voir la petite présentation de Danny un autre soir? 
N'importe quel autre soir ? 
- Je lui ai promis, Murray. Son congrès est ce week-end. 
- Et il ne peut pas avoir les impressions d'un collègue? C'est ta réaction en 
particulier qu'il désire tant ?, demanda Murray avec une dangereuse pointe d'ironie. 
- Son auditoire sera varié, des gens qui ne se spécialisent pas nécessairement dans 
le domaine. 11 veut avoir l'opinion de quelqu'un d'intelligent et de cultivé, mais qui ne 
connaît pas particulièrement le Moyen-Âge. 
Murray explosa. 
- Joyce, c'est quoi tout ça ? Une sorte de révolte d'adolescence tardive ? C'est 
une chose que d'avoir un emploi à temps plein, mais toutes ces soirées tardives, ces 
engagements manqués, ces coureurs de jupon. J'espère que tu as l'intention de cesser tes 
gamineries et que ça te passera bientôt. Je suis en train de perdre patience. 
II avait raccroché bruyamment. 
- Révolte d'adolescence !, s'était moquée Joyce en entendant la tonalité dans le 
récepteur. Puis elle alla chez Daniel, fuma un joint, baisa et se dépêcha de rentrer chez 
elle pour se glisser dans le lit avec Murray juste un peu après minuit, un peu tard mais pas 
assez pour risquer d'avoir de vrais ennuis. 
Le moment venu, Joyce laissait tomber ces garçons - c'est comme ça qu'elle les 
considérait - avec douceur et insistait sur le fait qu'elle leur rendait service, qu'elle était 
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certaine qu'ils préféreraient accorder leur attention à une belle jeune fille, une qui aurait 
plutôt leur âge. 
Elle avait eu des problèmes à ce propos lors de sa dernière aventure. Éric. C'était 
un professeur d'anthropologie invité de la Nouvelle-Zélande. C'est logique, pensa Joyce, 
les anthropologues ont toujours été les plus difficiles à cerner. 
Eric s'y était même pris différemment : il l'avait poursuivie de façon plus 
agressive, il prétendait aimer les femmes plus âgées alors que les autres hommes faisaient 
semblant de ne pas remarquer qu'elle était plus vieille. Il y avait quelque chose d'intense 
chez Eric, tout comme chez les jeunes érudits en général, mais ce qui était unique chez 
lui, c'était son intense franchise. Les autres hommes se spécialisaient dans la fiction, les 
mensonges et les demi-vérités, l'interprétation des mots ou des événements pour 
s'adapter à une circonstance particulière. Ils savaient comment rendre ces interprétations 
extensibles lorsqu'il y avait lieu de le faire. A un certain niveau, tous savaient qu'avec 
Joyce, leurs gestes d'amour n'étaient que du divertissement et que l'aventure amoureuse 
était un faux-semblant, un jeu très temporaire. 
Cependant, Éric ne jouait pas selon ces règles. Il ne la laissait pas le serrer dans 
ses bras une journée et, le lendemain, continuer son chemin avec à peine un coup d'oeil 
familier si elle le croisait sur le campus. 
- Qu'est-ce qu'on est en train de faire ?, insistait-il. Quel genre de relation avons-
nous ? 
Un soir, un soir à la suite de plusieurs soirs, Éric attendait que Joyce fasse la 
fermeture. Une fois les gens partis et la porte verrouillée, Joyce revint et se percha sur le 
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rebord du bureau, détendue et heureuse. Jusqu'à ce qu'Eric procède à son interrogatoire 
devenu habituel pour connaître les intentions de Joyce. Eric, comme d'habitude, refusait 
de se laisser amadouer par les paroles rassurantes de Joyce : « Tu sais bien que je tiens à 
toi, Eric, vraiment. Et que j'ai du respect pour le travail que tu fais. Que j'admire ton 
intelligence. Mais peut-être que tu serais plus heureux avec quelqu'un de ton... » 
- Je serais plus heureux avec toi, l'avait-il interrompue. Plus heureux si tu cessais 
de me raconter des conneries. 
Joyce avait été prise au dépourvu par sa colère à lui, par son manque de maîtrise 
de la situation à elle. Elle se redressa, des palpitations dénotant la panique, et tendit la 
main pour prendre son manteau qui était accroché au-dessus de sa tête. Des yeux, elle 
parcourait la salle à toute vitesse tandis qu'elle échafaudait un plan pour le faire sortir et 
verrouiller la porte derrière lui. 
- Arrête, Joyce. Assieds-toi. 
Joyce s'assit. 
- Ce qu'il nous faut, c'est de l'honnêteté. Ça - dit-il en cognant sur son bureau, un 
bureau autour duquel ils avaient souvent parlé - Ça, c'est la Table des Vérités. Lorsqu'on 
s'y assoit, on dit ce qui est dans notre coeur. On ne joue pas de jeu. L'honnêteté. 
L'honnêteté absolue. C'est notre but. 
Sa voix ainsi que le froncement de ses sourcils étaient d'une telle sincérité qu'ils 
auraient fait peur à Joyce si cela n'avait été de son accent néo-zélandais qui le faisait 
prononcer certains mots d'une manière amusante. 
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En effet, pensa Joyce, cela est véritablement très amusant. Elle sourit pour elle-
même et passa la soirée calmement. Par la suite, elle n'échangea plus avec Eric à 
l'extérieur de la bibliothèque. Elle s'en assura : elle s'organisait toujours pour qu'un ami 
vienne la rejoindre à la fermeture ou feignait d'avoir besoin de l'aide d'une professeure 
après que tout le monde avait quitté les lieux. 
Du moment qu'il y avait un témoin, Joyce était en sécurité. Eric avait trop 
d'amour-propre pour faire une scène et les choses semblaient s'être tout doucement 
tassées. Joyce s'était même mise à croire que son petit jeu avait été trop loin et, à deux 
reprises, elle avait demandé à Murray de passer la prendre au travail. Une mesure de 
sécurité. Il détestait l'attendre et s'agitait avec irritation mais venait malgré tout. 
Les choses s'arrangèrent et ils reprirent leur petite vie douillette. Jusqu'à 
l'incident de la lettre, la maudite lettre qui provoqua les dix jours de silence qui 
précédèrent le mariage. 
Joyce se demandait maintenant comment elle avait pu croire qu'Eric disparaîtrait 
aussi aisément sans laisser de trace. Quand elle trouva le mot qu'il avait glissé dans son 
manteau derrière son bureau, elle reconnut qu'elle s'y attendait. 
La longue lettre était écrite à la main, chaque page pratiquement transpercée par 
les lettres tracées avec pression, le stylo ayant obéi à une telle force sur le papier. Éric y 
disait qu'il comprenait maintenant pourquoi elle avait dû le quitter, mais qu'elle lui 
manquait terriblement, qu'il savait que leur relation ne pouvait être qu'une «échappée 
dans le temps », mais n'en éprouverait pas moins de l'affection pour elle à jamais. Il 
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disait que son mari était chanceux d'avoir une femme qui était à la fois intelligente et 
belle. 
- Sans compter que tu es vachement sexy au lit, avait-il ajouté avec audace. 
Joyce avait rougi en lisant cette phrase. Et puis elle l'avait relue. 
Toutefois, ce commentaire espiègle était entre parenthèses. Surtout, Éric était au-
dessus de ce genre de choses. Il parlait plutôt du grand amour et d'âmes sœurs, de beauté 
extrême et de relation absolue, d'intimité émotive et de communication sans entraves, 
bref de choses qui n'ont pas leur place dans le monde du mariage. 
- Peut-être que les circonstances nous seront plus favorables dans une prochaine 
vie, avait-il conclu. 
Joyce l'imaginait assis à son bureau dans la chambre en mansarde de la rue 
Huron, penché sur cette feuille, s'arrachant les cheveux de sa main libre, relâchant le 
stylo uniquement lorsque les crampes aux doigts causées par son labeur devenaient 
insupportables. 
- Il tient encore à moi tant que ça, pensa Joyce tout en observant son reflet dans la 
fenêtre de la bibliothèque, relevant ses cheveux afin que ses pommettes soient plus 
saillantes. « Pauvre chéri ! » Cette lettre avait la même signification pour Joyce que le lac 
pour Narcisse. 
Elle plia le papier, incertaine de ce qu'elle devait en faire, et l'enfouit dans son sac 
à main entre un poudrier et un paquet de Kleenex, avec l'intention de le déchirer, et de le 
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jeter une fois qu'elle aurait étudié son contenu plus attentivement, et qu'elle aurait décidé 
d'une réponse. Un tel effort demandait sûrement une réponse. 
Joyce était soulagée d'être seule en arrivant à la maison. Faire face à Murray et se 
conduire normalement s'avéreraient à peu près impossible ce soir. Ce n'était pas dans les 
habitudes de son mari de rentrer plus tard que vingt-deux heures, mais Joyce n'allait pas 
se questionner sur sa chance. Un bain chaud rapide puis tout droit vers le confort de ses 
draps de flanelle et de sa couette. Le sommeil échappait rarement à Joyce et ce soir ne 
constituait pas une exception. 
Moins de deux heures plus tard, Joyce se réveilla soudainement, la terreur au 
ventre, l'acide lui montant à la gorge. Quelque chose n'allait pas, elle le savait. Il était 
minuit trente, Murray était à la maison. Pourquoi ne montait-il pas ? Oh mon dieu. La 
lettre était en bas. Faites qu 'il ne soit pas en train de lire la lettre. 
Joyce retint son souffle, fut saisie d'un frisson de panique lorsqu'elle entendit des 
pas dans l'escalier. Murray se glissa dans le lit, le poids de sa présence faisant bouger le 
matelas, et mit un bras autour de sa femme. « Je t'aime », dit-il. C'était une question plus 
qu'une déclaration. 
- Mm hmmm, marmonna Joyce tout en essayant d'avoir l'air endormie et priant 
pour qu'elle se soit trompée. 
- Est-ce que tu me trouves séduisant ? Je sais que je suis vieux. Et gros. Mais 
juste un tout petit peu séduisant ? 
Oh non. Ça y est. 
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- Murray ! Bien sûr que je te trouve séduisant, mon chéri. Tu le sais bien. Tu es 
mon maître, mon Docteur de l'Amour. Mais il est tard. Je suis fatiguée ! 
- J'aimerais te parler. 
Depuis quand Murray voulait-il parler ? 
- Parler de quoi ? Il est passé minuit. 
- Tant pis. Nous parlerons demain. 
Il semblait résigné, triste. Un sentiment de culpabilité s'installait dans le ventre de 
Joyce. 
- Demain ? Tu pars travailler à sept heures. Bon, d'accord. Parlons. 
Elle se redressa et abandonna l'idée de feindre l'envie de dormir. « Qu'est-ce qu'il 
y a ? » 
- Pourquoi ? Pourquoi est-ce que je ne pouvais pas tout simplement te croire ? 
Pourquoi est-ce que je cherche à tout savoir ? 
Joyce savait qu'elle avait raison. C'était bien cela. Tout était étalé au grand jour. 
Qu'il en soit ainsi. 
- Qu'as-tu trouvé Murray ? Qu'as-tu lu ? 
- Qu'est-ce que tu crois que j'ai lu ? Un début de colère commençait à poindre 
dans sa voix. 
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- Tu n'aurais pas dû faire ça, fut la réponse évasive de Joyce. Elle ne savait pas 
quoi dire de plus. 
- Utilises-tu des condoms quand tu couches avec ces gars-là ? 
Oublions l'entrée en matière sans heurts, pensa Joyce, oublions de faire comme si 
on était confronté à une situation gérable. Tout en cherchant de l'hostilité dans sa voix 
mais n'y trouvant que du désespoir, elle répondit : « Au singulier, Murray. Ce gars-là. » 
Elle savait qu'il n'y avait aucune preuve des autres. 
Après une longue pause : 
- Et bien, en utilises-tu ? 
- Murray, ne fais pas ça. Veux-tu que je passe des tests ? C'est ça qui t'inquiète ? 
Elle se demanda ce que Jen ou Mike penserait de cette conversation, elle qui avait pris la 
peine de les élever à être responsables par rapport à ce genre de choses. 
-Nous avons fait l'amour depuis. Trop tard. Tant pis. C'est correct. 
- Bien sûr - un martyr jusqu'à la fin. De toute façon, qu'est-ce que t'avais à 
fouiller dans mes affaires ? Elle tenta de témoigner de l'hostilité, sa propre indignation 
moralisatrice. 
- Je cherchais un stylo. 
- La lettre était dans mon sac à main, dans mon sac à main particulier. La 
glissière bien fermée. 
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- J'avais besoin d'un stylo. J'ai tremblé en lisant la lettre. Tremblé ! J'ai tremblé 
et tremblé. Je ne savais pas quoi faire. 
- Il n'y avait pas de stylo dans mon sac à main. 
- Je sais. Leurs regards se rencontrèrent. « Je n'en ai pas trouvé. » 
C'est à ce moment-là que la chose la plus inattendue arriva. Contre toute attente, 
un sourire commença à se dessiner aux coins de la bouche de Murray. Soulagée, Joyce lui 
rendit son sourire, amusée par la plaisanterie de l'introuvable stylo. 
Et ils s'endormirent. Tout simplement. 
Ce fut le prélude à leurs dix jours de silence, les dix jours qui précédèrent les 
événements du terrible mariage. En fait, ce n'est pas que Joyce et Murray ne 
s'adressèrent pas la parole pendant dix jours. Ils se parlaient, mais ils ne conversaient pas. 
A vrai dire, ils étaient excessivement polis l'un envers l'autre, comme si leur façon 
précipitée de reconnaître une vérité si longtemps cachée les avait traumatisés. Ils étaient 
en état de choc, comme les victimes d'un accident qui ne savent pas que leurs membres 
ont été sectionnés et insistent auprès des autres sur le fait qu'ils doivent s'occuper de 
choses plus importantes : « Tout va bien. Nous allons bien. Il n'y a rien à voir ici, tout le 
monde. Vaquez à vos occupations. » 
Le lendemain matin, tout comme Murray entrait timidement dans la cuisine, 
Joyce, qui tâtait le terrain, demanda : 
- Est-ce que je peux te faire à déjeuner ? 
1 1 0  
- Non. Non, merci. Je dois me rendre sur le campus. Mais c'est gentil de ta part de 
me l'offrir. Merci. 
- Ah, pas de problème. Il n'y a pas de quoi. Mais tu devrais prendre quelque 
chose. Tiens, prends ces fruits au moins. Elle lui saisit une nectarine, une pomme et, avec 
un geste qui dénotait la surabondance, une banane. 
- Merci. Veux-tu que je passe prendre quelque chose en revenant de l'université ? 
Des trucs à l'épicerie ou autre chose ? 
-Non. Non. J'ai tout ce qu'il faut. Merci. 
- Il n'y a pas de quoi. Passe une belle journée. Salut. 
- Oui. Passe une belle journée, toi aussi. Salut. 
Cet échange donna le ton. Pendant les jours qui suivirent, quand Murray et Joyce 
se croisaient, c'était au milieu d'une vague de « merci », de « il n'y a pas de quoi » et de 
« tout ce que je peux faire pour toi ». 
Le trajet jusqu'au Millstone était la première fois depuis l'incident que le couple 
passait plus de quelques minutes ensemble. Et, avec l'aide de James Taylor, Joyce 
maintint une nette séparation entre bruit verbal et contenu affectif, préférant la sécurité de 
mots vides de sens à la perturbation d'une conversation franche. Leur mariage n'avait-il 
pas toujours été ainsi, se demanda-t-elle. Cette fois-ci, ils devaient seulement fermer les 
yeux sur de plus grandes choses. 
Ils se garèrent dans le stationnement et Murray examina la jauge d'essence - il 
restait un huitième du réservoir. Ils seraient obligés de s'arrêter à Stratford après le 
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mariage pour faire le plein. Il lui jeta un regard furieux. Elle alluma une lumière 
intérieure et sortit un miroir, se remit du rouge à lèvres et vérifia rapidement son décolleté 
pour s'assurer que son soutien-gorge faisait son travail. On ne peut pas s'attendre à ce 
que les seins d'une femme dans la quarantaine se tiennent par eux-mêmes, pensa Joyce en 
soupirant. Voyant cela, Murray demanda avec une aigreur qui ne lui ressemblait pas : 
« T'attends-tu à rencontrer ici ce soir quelque prétendant faisant partie de tes collections 
spéciales, ma chérie ? » 
- Mes collections spéciales ?!, dit Joyce en riant. T'es bien malin, Murray. 
Pour empêcher la conversation d'aller plus loin, elle ouvrit la portière de la 
voiture et s'élança dans la pluie, laissant Murray seul, courant se mettre à l'abri, car elle 
ne voulait pas que l'eau mouchette sa robe ou aplatisse ses cheveux. 
Elle gravit l'escalier jusqu'au balcon qui longeait la salle de banquet. A la lumière 
du jour, toutes ces fenêtres donnaient sur des jardins bien entretenus et au loin, sur un 
bassin artificiel. À cette heure, tout était noir. Humide, froid et noir. Joyce s'arrêta net 
avant d'entrer et s'installa sous la corniche pour se protéger. Elle avait les bras serrés 
contre sa poitrine et se frictionnait parce qu'elle avait la chair de poule. Combien plus 
agréable ce serait d'être de l'autre côté de la fenêtre, dans la lumière, les rires, au chaud et 
au sec, songea-t-elle. 
Joyce et Murray n'avaient pas été invités au souper. Uniquement à la réception. 
Le dessert et les discours semblaient avoir pris du retard. D'autres invités arrivaient et se 
précipitaient en bas vers le hall, à l'abri du froid et de la pluie. Cependant, Murray 
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rejoignit Joyce sous la corniche et ne manifesta aucune intention de se diriger vers un 
endroit plus confortable. 
À travers les fenêtres, on pouvait voir des gens prononcer des discours de 
circonstance. Un homme, probablement le garçon d'honneur, qui se tenait debout à la 
table des mariés, les pommettes rouges et le sourire aux lèvres, se délectait des éclats de 
rire qu'il arrivait si facilement à tirer de son auditoire coopératif. Après chaque 
plaisanterie, il dirigeait son regard au centre de la table où les jeunes mariés, 
agréablement embarrassés par ses taquineries, se tenaient par la main. Ils se regardaient 
ou arrêtaient leur regard sur la table devant eux, ne se permettant que quelques coups 
d'oeil rapides dans l'auditoire. Eh bien, pensa Joyce tout en se rappelant son propre 
mariage, ils auront leur part de poignées de mains et de sourires à leur en donner mal au 
visage et échangeront des regards significatifs plus tard ce soir. 
Le silence de Murray était lourd à côté d'elle et, un court instant, Joyce envisagea 
de faire appel à son vieil ami James Taylor et de se mettre à chanter un couplet de « I'm a 
steamroller, baby ». De faire une petite danse pour se réchauffer. Les mots lui restèrent 
pris dans la gorge. Elle se rongea plutôt les ongles et observa les étrangers au chaud et au 
sec qui riaient et se demanda comment un seul carreau de verre pouvait constituer une 
barrière aussi insurmontable. Elle attendit pour voir ce que Murray allait faire; elle 
attendit, en suspens, entre la pluie et les noces; elle attendit, percevant la chaleur tout en 
étant transie de froid. 
Quand Murray lui adressa enfin la parole, il lui dit à brûle-pourpoint : « Qu'est-ce 
qu'on fait, Joyce ? Sommes-nous ensemble ou séparés ? » Respiration profonde. « Dire 
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que je suis obligé de poser une telle question après tant d'années! Mais j'ai besoin de le 
savoir, où en sommes-nous ? » 
Joyce était bouche bée. De toute évidence, l'humour ne convenait pas pour ce 
genre de situation, mais elle n'avait aucune idée de ce qu'elle pouvait faire d'autre. Sa 
gorge se serra. Et puis elle soupira. « Je ne sais pas Murray. Je ne le sais vraiment pas. » 
Murray fit un bruit qui tenait à la fois du rire et du sanglot, un son qui effraya 
Joyce. « Tu ne sais pas. Super ! Qu'est-ce que tu ne sais pas ? Tu ne sais pas si tu veux 
toujours être ma femme ? Tu ne sais pas si tu veux continuer de coucher avec d'autres 
hommes ? Tu ne sais pas si tu m'as transmis une sorte de maladie vénérienne ? Qu'est-ce 
que tu ne sais pas, Joyce ? » 
- Je ne sais pas ce que je suis censée dire. 
Ils se tenaient debout l'un près de l'autre sous leur petit abri et Joyce avait froid. 
Elle voulait se coller contre Murray, sentir sa chaleur, elle voulait que la tempête se 
calme. À l'intérieur, les gens applaudissaient et se levaient en direction de la piste de 
danse pour la première danse. De nouveaux invités qui étaient légèrement mouillés 
entraient dans la salle. L'ambiance était si différente de l'autre côté de la fenêtre qu'on 
aurait dit que tout à l'intérieur se passait à travers un filtre jaune. Comme ils étaient loin 
de ça. 
Joyce leva les yeux vers Murray. Elle fixa son regard sur lui; c'est alors qu'elle 
aurait voulu y effacer toute la peine et, pour la première fois, elle fut prise de remords. 
Elle essaya d'imaginer ce que serait sa vie sans lui, sans leur foyer. Que serait-elle si elle 
n'était pas la femme d'un professeur ? Comment, à ce stade, les enfants arriveraient-ils à 
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comprendre que la relation de leurs parents était brisée ? Elle vit le mariage comme un 
cauchemar douillet qui lui tendait la main et se demanda si le réconfort l'emporterait sur 
l'horreur. 
- Je suis vraiment désolée, Murray. Je ne sais pas ce qui s'est passé. Avait-elle 
déjà vécu sans Murray, sans quelqu'un pour l'aimer? «Nous pouvons surmonter cette 
épreuve. Ensemble. La lettre... tout ça c'est terminé. » Ses mots prirent une allure 
désespérée au fur et à mesure qu'elle les débitait. Elle était gênée, comme si elle implorait 
de l'aide. 
- Je ne sais pas si je peux te croire, Joyce. Avant, je t'aurais cru. Maintenant, je ne 
suis pas prêt... La voix de Murray se brisa en prononçant ces derniers mots et il dut 
s'arrêter afin de retrouver son sang-froid. Il respira à fond comme pour se donner une 
contenance et la regarda dans les yeux : « Il y eut un temps où je croyais chaque mot que 
tu me disais. Chaque mot. » 
Joyce ressentit un mélange insupportable de tristesse et de chagrin, de culpabilité 
et de colère, de trahison et de remords, de regret, de désespoir et de solitude. 
Elle était déconcertée. Elle ne savait que faire ou dire, aucun scénario n'étant 
adapté à ce genre de situation. Elle s'entendit demander d'une voix d'enfant effrayé, 
perdu : « Qu'est-ce qu'on fait alors ? » 
Murray examinait sa cravate. 
- Nous avons peut-être besoin de nous séparer pour un certain temps. Pour 
réfléchir à ce que nous allons faire. Garde la maison. Je partirai. Pour un certain temps. 
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Des mots qui ont dû être prononcés par tant de maris avant Murray, mais qui 
annonçaient un avenir que Joyce ne pouvait concevoir. 
À travers les fenêtres, les jeunes mariés débutèrent leur première danse. Ils 
souriaient et, entourés de leur famille et de leurs amis, clignaient des yeux avec fierté 
devant le déluge de flashs. Ils ont l'air si jeunes, pensa Joyce, si peu préparés pour ce que 
l'avenir leur réserve; il y a tant de choses qu'ils ne savent pas. 
- J'ai froid, annonça-t-elle. Est-ce qu'on entre ? 
La traversée vers cet autre monde semblait une chose impossible, mais elle posa la 
question quand même. 
Murray lâcha un « Ha ! » qui sonnait plutôt comme un véritable rire. 
- Non, je n'en ai pas envie ce soir. Je retourne à la maison. 
- Nous pourrions danser ensemble une dernière fois. 
- Je n'ai jamais vraiment aimé danser. 
Murray fonça dans le vent et la pluie et se dirigea vers la voiture. Sur le chemin du 
retour, on entendait seulement le ronflement des essuie-glaces, la pluie qui battait contre 
le pare-brise. Il s'arrêta à une station d'essence en banlieue de Stratford et fit le plein, 
inquiet du signal de carburant qui clignotait. Joyce s'emmitoufla dans une couverture et 
appuya sa tête contre la vitre froide, trop fatiguée pour pleurer. 
Murray tourna dans la cour, puis stationna la voiture dans le garage. Ni l'un ni 
l'autre ne parla ou ne fit un geste pour sortir de la voiture; ils restèrent assis tout 
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bonnement, cloîtrés, comme s'ils ne pouvaient pas aller plus loin à cause de leur énergie 
limitée, comme s'ils seraient obligés d'y passer le reste de leurs jours - Murray, le regard 
fixé sur Podomètre et Joyce, la joue appuyée contre la vitre froide. 
Meurtrissures 
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L'idée du verger avait pris racine dans mon esprit comme étant la retraite 
idyllique dont j'avais besoin, un endroit où je pourrais me ressourcer, voir ma situation 
actuelle sous un angle différent et, dans le pire des cas, élaborer un plan. 
L'environnement offrait des possibilités magiques qui stimulaient mon imagination. Ce 
serait un paradis champêtre où le travail dur et physique libérerait mon esprit de son 
présent émoi et me ramènerait vers tout ce qui est bon, pur, juste et vrai. 
Je nourrissais de fortes attentes par rapport à cette récolte qui devait durer six 
semaines. 
Le projet du verger ne m'était pas venu à l'esprit par hasard. En fait, cette idée 
n'était pas du tout la mienne. Ces temps-ci, j'éprouvais de la difficulté à prendre les 
décisions les plus simples. Choisir entre des céréales et des rôties suffisait à me renvoyer 
au lit pour me cacher sous les couvertures. J'étais en larmes lorsqu'il était question de 
décider d'aller souper au restaurant ou de rester à la maison. Par conséquent, quand ma 
copine Cathy m'a téléphoné, me sachant temporairement au chômage, et m'a demandé si 
j'avais envie de donner un coup de main avec la récolte, je me suis dit que c'était un 
signe. J'attendais que quelqu'un m'apparaisse avec une solution, qu'on me lance une 
bouée de sauvetage, et voilà : j'allais cueillir des pommes. 
- Je sais que tu as décidé de ne pas enseigner cet automne, m'avait dit Cathy. 
Alors je me suis dit que ça te plairait peut-être de venir nous rendre visite au Québec. Tu 
vas aimer le domaine. Tu pourrais dormir à la maison avec la famille la nuit et travailler 
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le jour. On a toujours besoin d'aide... et ça nous donnera l'occasion de reprendre 
contact. 
- Steve peut venir aussi, bien sûr, avait-elle ajouté après coup. 
Elle savait, même à partir de nos brèves conversations téléphoniques, que 
m'éloigner de Steve ferait partie de l'attrait. 
Ce n'est pas qu'il y ait quelque chose qui cloche chez Steve. Il n'y a vraiment rien 
qui ne va pas chez lui. Rien du tout. C'est ce qui m'inquiète parce que ça doit signifier 
qu'il y a quelque chose qui cloche chez moi. 
Bien que Steve soit un saint, même lui s'impatiente avec moi ces jours-ci. Il avait 
été moins qu'encourageant lorsqu'il fut question de me tourner vers la culture fruitière. 
- Je ne savais que tu portais un intérêt particulier aux pommes, dit-il en utilisant 
sa technique habituelle qui consiste à déployer de l'humour, surtout dans une situation 
qu'il ne trouve pas drôle. Mais cette fois-ci, il est incapable de poursuivre la comédie. 
« Voyons Marilyn! Un peu de sérieux. Tu commences par me dire que tu abandonnes ton 
doctorat, que tu ne veux plus enseigner, que t'en as marre de "l'ésotérisme du milieu 
universitaire". C'est ce milieu universitaire qui nous a amenés d'abord et avant tout en 
Ontario - pour que tu puisses devenir professeure de psychologie. Mais là tu changes 
d'idée - après pas moins de quatre années d'efforts. Tout de même, tu décides de faire 
autre chose, je ne m'obstine pas. Et là c'est les pommes : tout est un mélodrame avec toi. 
Je ne sais plus ce que tu veux. Tantôt tu parles de déménager au Japon pour enseigner 
l'anglais, tantôt tu veux déménager à Vancouver pour te rapprocher de ta sœur. Pas plus 
tard que ce matin, tu parlais de rester ici et de t'inscrire à un programme de formation des 
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maîtres. Maintenant, un verger au Québec! On est déjà loin de la formation des maîtres. 
Pas facile à suivre! » Après ce long sermon qui ne lui ressemble pas, il sourit, reprenant 
ses vieilles techniques. 
- Tu peux te dire que tu as de la chance, lui dis-je pour plaisanter, ayant contracté 
ses habitudes après quinze ans de mariage. Tu as dix-sept femmes pour le prix d'une. 
Il s'efforce de sourire : 
- Je n'en veux qu'une, Marilyn. 
- Excuse-moi. Je sais que je fais la difficile, dis-je en affichant un air contrit. Le 
verger me fera du bien - laisse-moi m'en aller et donne-moi quelque temps pour 
réfléchir. 
Il examine son propre pouce, y exerce une pression sur la jointure du doigt jusqu'à 
ce que la peau devienne rouge, puis blanche. 
- Marilyn, es-tu en train de me quitter?, me demande-t-il à brûle-pourpoint. Au 
moins, fais-moi l'honneur de me le dire. 
Je ne sais pas quoi répondre, alors je reste silencieuse. Il se résigne à ma retraite et 
soupire : 
- Je ne t'attendrai pas éternellement. 
Avec indolence, je me demande s'il le fera. 
Au début, le verger me déçoit. Je suis surprise de voir que je n'ai pas le don pour 
ce genre de choses. Est-ce si difficile de cueillir des pommes? 
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Comme pour la plupart des choses, y compris le mariage, ce n'est pas aussi facile 
que c'en a l'air. 
L'environnement est magnifique - l'odeur de pommes imprègne l'air humide. 
Même si c'est l'automne et qu'il ferait déjà froid dans les Prairies là où j'ai grandi, on 
sent la chaleur moite à partir de dix heures du matin jusqu'à ce qu'il fasse noir. Les 
pommes brillent d'un rouge éclatant, presque trop jolies pour être cueillies. Oui, 
l'environnement est magnifique, mais le travail est dur. 
Pour autant que je sache, tous les autres travailleurs sont francophones. La 
première journée, un homme dans la vingtaine avancée à l'allure débraillée s'approche de 
moi en souriant, s'agenouille où je suis accroupie pour ramasser les bonnes pommes 
tombées et tente d'amorcer une conversation avec moi. Prise de panique en entendant ces 
mots étrangers, je lâche : « I can't speak French! » 
Son sourire s'évanouit au moment où il se lève et me tourne le dos. 
- Tout ce que tu dois faire, me dit Cathy en m'adressant une douce réprimande, 
c'est dire Je ne parle pas français. Tu n'as qu'à montrer que tu es disposée à essayer, à 
moins que tu veuilles être frappée d'ostracisme. 
C'est peut-être exactement ce que je veux. 
Après avoir pris des cours de français pendant quatre ans au secondaire, je 
pourrais bien parvenir à dire Je ne parle pas français, mais je n'ai pas l'occasion de 
suivre le conseil de Cathy parce qu'aucun autre travailleur ne jette un regard sur moi. Je 
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connais maintenant la solitude, qui est l'objectif de tout ce voyage. Seule avec mes 
pommes. Et un tas de moments pour réfléchir. 
Je pense surtout à Steve, me demandant comment il en est venu à être une telle 
source de contrariétés. 
« Quand est-ce que l'amour disparaît? » m'avait demandé ma sœur Sue juste après 
l'échec de ses dix années de mariage, alors qu'elle était en larmes et en rejetait encore la 
responsabilité sur elle-même, avant de s'abandonner à la colère et d'entreprendre un 
procès qui allait ruiner son mari et sa nouvelle entreprise. Jusqu'à ce que la colère prenne 
le dessus, Sue était convaincue que si seulement elle avait été attentive au moment où 
l'amour s'était mis à s'éteindre, elle aurait pu sauver son mariage. Son souhait me faisait 
penser à un sauveteur désespéré qui fait la respiration artificielle à un enfant au teint 
violet et au corps froid depuis longtemps. 
- Il doit y avoir une période de transition, avait-elle insisté, un moment où on 
serait capable de le ramener, de le préserver, si seulement on pouvait saisir ce que l'on 
avait autrefois et s'y cramponner. 
J'avais réconforté ma sœur de manière condescendante, à partir de la position de 
celle qui n'a pas d'inquiétudes quant au confort de son mariage parfait et qui ne doute pas 
du dévouement inaltérable de son mari idéal. Pas question qu'il y ait quoi que ce soit qui 
cloche entre Steve et moi : notre relation était aussi indéfectible que celle des figurines 
d'époux omniprésentes au sommet d'un gâteau de mariage. 
Et ce n'est pas que Steve s'avère soudainement altérable. Oh que non. Il faudrait 
que la terre s'ouvre sous les pieds de Steven pour le secouer. Peu importe combien je 
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peux être frivole, il est toujours là, toujours pareil, toujours digne de confiance, fiable, 
Steve l'homme parfait quoi. Une montagne de constance pour contrecarrer mes tempêtes 
impétueuses, mais combien inefficaces. 
Cathy avait été la seule à remettre en question la perfection de Steve. 
- Il n'est pas assez fort pour toi. Tu as besoin de quelqu'un de fort. 
- Pas fort?, avais-je répliqué à la légère. Regarde-le! C'est un paquet de muscles 
de deux cent vingt livres. 
- Ce n'est pas ce que je veux dire, avait répondu Cathy sans se laisser décourager. 
Il n'a aucun pouvoir sur toi. Tu as terriblement besoin de quelqu'un qui est capable 
d'exercer un pouvoir sur toi. 
Sa sévérité lui permettait de tenir impunément des propos qu'aucune autre femme 
ne tiendrait. 
- Il y a différentes sortes de force, avais-je répondu pour mettre fin à la 
conversation. 
Je présume que Cathy faisait référence à la façon dont Steve me suivait alors que 
je passais d'une chose à l'autre, sans jamais faire preuve de fermeté, sans jamais se 
fatiguer ouvertement de mes crises existentielles. Non, sa force était plutôt du genre I am 
a rock, I am an island3 de Simon et Garfunkel. Exactement le même gars maintenant que 
lorsqu'il était adolescent. 
3 Je suis un roc, je suis une île. 
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Durant l'été qui séparait mes deux premières années à l'université, ma mère 
m'avait donné rendez-vous après le travail pour prendre un verre. Nous nous étions 
retrouvées dans un de ces sombres édifices à plafonds hauts que certains qualifieraient 
de site patrimonial; dans ma famille, on disait simplement que ces édifices étaient vieux. 
Ma mère commanda un whisky et soda gingembre tandis qu'elle essayait 
désespérément de trouver des allumettes dans son sac à main pour allumer sa cigarette. 
- Un Coke diète, dis-je d'un ton guindé sans prendre la peine de camoufler le 
jugement dans ma voix. 
- Un Coke diète?, railla-t-elle. Commande une vraie boisson. De toute façon, tu es 
trop maigre. 11 paraît qu'un verre par jour est bon pour la santé. 
- Hmm hmm, dis-je en boudant. Est-ce qu'on dit aussi que fumer est bon pour la 
santé? 
- Redresse-toi! Et souris. Nous sommes ici pour bavarder agréablement. Je ne suis 
pas si mal que ça, hein? 
Elle avait trouvé son allumette et fumait tranquillement. Ça ne lui avait pas pris 
beaucoup de temps pour amener la conversation vers sa question centrale. « Où habites-tu 
cet automne? Quand retournes-tu aux études? » 
- En appartement. Avec Steve. 
Mes yeux la défiaient de protester. 
- Dans le péché, prononça-t-elle comme si elle s'y attendait. 
- Dans le péché?, dis-je en riant. C'est quand la dernière fois que tu t'es retrouvée 
dans une église? 
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- Ça n'a rien à voir avec l'église, Marilyn. Je suis très croyante. 
Elle tapota sa cigarette pour accentuer ses paroles. « Ton père et moi le sommes 
tous les deux. » C'était la première fois qu'elle m'en faisait part. Elle enchaîna : « Ce 
n'est pas nécessaire d'aller à l'église pour savoir ce qu'il y a dans la Bible, ce qui est juste 
et ce que Dieu désire. » 
Venant de sa bouche sentant la cigarette, on aurait dit que le mot Dieu provenait 
d'une autre langue. Je sirotais mon Coke diète, refusant de prendre part à cette 
conversation absurde. Elle tenta une nouvelle attaque. 
- Marilyn!, dit-elle en tapotant frénétiquement sa cigarette contre sa paume, si tu 
donnes le lait gratuitement, personne n'achètera la vache. 
Steve achèterait tellement la vache! Il le ferait si je voulais qu'il le fasse. 
- Tu sais que ton père refuse de payer ton mariage si vous habitez ensemble 
d'abord, enchaîna-t-elle même si elle savait déjà qu'elle me tenait avec son histoire de 
vache. 
À la fin de l'été, Steve et moi étions fiancés. Maintenant il est coincé, marié avec 
une cueilleuse de pommes demeurant au Québec. Une cueilleuse de pommes aujourd'hui 
et on-ne-sait-quoi demain. Alors que j'escalade mon échelle, un sac de toile à chaque 
épaule, Je n 'en veux qu 'une résonne dans ma tête. 
Peut-être que la vie n'est pas censée être une ligne droite. Peut-être que j'ai besoin 
d'un détour panoramique. A l'idée de passer encore trente ans avec Steve... il y a certains 
jours où c'est à m'en rendre folle. Peut-être que ça m'a rendu folle. Assez folle pour me 
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transformer en cueilleuse de pommes entourée de compagnons de travail qui insistent 
pour me snober. 
Peu habituée au travail physique et au plein air, je me couche à huit heures, en 
même temps que le soleil. Mes yeux lourds donnent au grand-père de Cathy une raison de 
me taquiner. 
- Comment ça se fait qu'elle est si fatiguée, celle-là? Tu sors en cachette le soir? 
Il saisit mon gros orteil. « Toi et tes ongles d'orteils vernis! » 
- C'est ça, dis-je pour plaisanter, dès que vous êtes tous couchés, je me vernis les 
ongles et je me rends à Montréal pour danser toute la nuit. 
Danser! Je n'avais pas dansé depuis des lustres. Steve détestait danser, il disait 
qu'il n'avait pas le tour. En vérité, il n'était pas bon, mais seulement parce qu'il n'aimait 
pas ça. Quand nous étions jeunes, je l'entraînais de force sur le plancher de danse, mais il 
était raide et gêné, convaincu que tout le monde le regardait et riait de lui. C'est vrai qu'il 
se faisait remarquer, étant beaucoup plus grand que les autres danseurs. Garder le rythme 
était peut-être ce qui l'empêchait de se détendre. Il n'arrivait pas à se laisser aller et à se 
perdre dans la musique. 
Peu après, j'ai cessé de danser moi aussi. Mais, quand on sortait, j'observais les 
femmes sur le plancher de danse. Ici, une femme dansait à proximité d'un homme, se 
déhanchant d'une manière provocante; là, un groupe de filles sautaient et branlaient la 
tête avec frénésie dans un simulacre de danse ridicule; à côté d'elles, un couple faisait 
une démonstration habile du swing, la femme, aussi légère qu'une plume, se faisait 
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tourner et soulever dans les bras assurés de son partenaire. Tout un déploiement d'énergie 
physique. 11 y avait un côté sexy à la danse, peu importe la façon dont elle se faisait. 
Voilà ce qui manquait à ma vie : du plaisir sexy, spontané. 
Mais ici, ce n'est pas possible de danser jusque tard dans la nuit. La vie de verger 
est saine : on s'active durant les heures ensoleillées, on évite l'alcool, on respire l'air frais 
et on fait de l'exercice. Mon corps proteste sous forme de maux de dos, d'élancements 
dans le cou et de membres lourds et perclus de fatigue. 
Trop épuisée pour tenter de m'intégrer à la famille, je me sers de ma position 
avantageuse en tant qu'étrangère pour évaluer les rapports entre les parents de Cathy, ses 
grands-parents et n'importe qui d'autre qui franchit le seuil de cette maison : je fais de la 
recherche comme toute bonne étudiante au doctorat qui affronte une crise. 
Ses grands-parents doivent bien avoir dans les quatre-vingt-dix ans et se 
débrouillent bien ensemble. Ils sont partis du nord de l'Ontario pour être au Québec à 
temps pour la période de la récolte - ils ont conduit leur voiture eux-mêmes, pendant 
l'heure de pointe à Montréal, rien de moins. 
- Nous ne recommencerons plus jamais ça, annonce Papi à voix haute tout en 
réglant son appareil auditif. 
- Les conducteurs québécois n'ont aucun sens de la courtoisie, convient Mamie 
plus doucement. 
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- Maman! Papa! Vous avez quatre-vingt-dix ans. Vous ne devriez pas conduire du 
tout, se plaint la mère de Cathy comme si elle était en train de gronder deux adolescents 
difficiles. 
Certes, ils ne devraient pas conduire, mais ils le font. Je décide que c'est un signe 
que l'amour garde jeune et agile. 
C'est Papi le sociable, il aime faire la conversation et passe la majeure partie de 
ses journées à y prendre part. 
- Qu'est-ce que le chef nous prépare aujourd'hui? demande-t-il tout en fourrant 
son nez par-dessus mon épaule pour humer les arômes qui se répandent du ragoût que j'ai 
mitonné en quantité industrielle afin de mériter ma place privilégiée de travailleuse qui 
séjourne à la maison familiale. 
- Comme ça sent bon, dit-il à personne en particulier. C'est de la magie qu'elle 
pratique dans la cuisine, cette fille-là. Ouais, je t'embaucherais sur-le-champ. 
Il me tapote le dos et s'en va, en quête de sa prochaine conversation. Mamie lui 
court après avec un chandail, de la nourriture ou une canne. 
- Prends ça! Tu vas mourir de froid! 
Ou de faim. Ou d'un accident. 
Elle le rattrape et lui tend un vieux chandail pendant qu'il enfonce ses bras 
tremblotants dans les manches. La laine accroche au niveau des coudes et il se retrouve 
entortillé comme un enfant dans le chandail, riant de la situation, gêné. Mamie replace le 
chandail de laine, lui frictionne les flancs et lui dépose un baiser sur la joue avant de lui 
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faire faire demi-tour et de le pousser dans la direction vers laquelle il se dirigeait avant 
qu'elle ne l'arrête. Il fait quelques pas puis sourit par-dessus son épaule, sachant qu'elle 
le surveille encore. 
Cela fait plus de soixante ans qu'ils sont ensemble, me dis-je, pleine d'émotions, 
et les voilà qui prennent encore soin l'un de l'autre. Dans mon esprit, ils constituent un 
témoignage de la valeur du mariage et de la force de l'amour. 
Un après-midi, alors que Papi est bien engagé dans une conversation avec une 
voisine en visite, Mamie se tourne vers moi en soupirant : « Il parle à tout le monde. Tout 
le monde sauf à moi. Il ne m'a jamais parlé. En réalité, nous n'avons pas les mêmes 
intérêts. Il était souvent absent à cause de son travail et moi j'étais occupée avec les 
enfants. » Elle s'interrompt, le temps de relever ses lunettes sur son nez. Elle ne me 
regarde pas. Je pourrais être n'importe qui, une oreille anonyme : « Nous n'avons jamais 
vraiment appris à nous connaître. A mon avis, nous n'étions pas faits l'un pour l'autre. 
Non, nous n'avons rien à nous dire. » Cela dit, elle se tourne brusquement pour sortir une 
tarte aux pommes du four. 
Un aveu que je n'avais point envie d'entendre. Les muscles de ma mâchoire se 
contractent et on dirait que ma tête est trop pesante pour mon cou. Ce couple de 
personnes âgées me redonnait espoir. Les relations des autres ne font qu'ajouter des 
commentaires à ma propre relation. 
Cet après-midi-là, Cathy me rejoint au verger et m'aide à remplir un sac de 
pommes. Elle n'a pas beaucoup de temps, alors elle va droit au but : 
- Ça va, entre toi et Steve? 
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La tête enfouie dans les feuilles, elle n'a pas besoin de me regarder dans les yeux. 
Je m'arrête, faisant semblant de m'intéresser à ma position dans l'échelle : 
- Ça va, dis-je finalement. Tu sais ce que c'est, le mariage. Ce n'est pas toujours 
amusant. Pas comme quand nous étions jeunes. Mais ça va. 
- Nous ne sommes pas jeunes, répond Cathy d'une voix égale sans faire la 
grimace, mais sans sourire non plus. Plus maintenant. Ça ne peut pas être toujours 
amusant. 
- Mais -, et là je me lamente. Steve n'est pas amusant du tout. C'est juste qu'il 
est toujours là. Sans plus. Comme un vieux fauteuil préféré qui n'est plus adapté à tes 
goûts, mais que tu ne peux te résoudre à jeter. 
A ces paroles, Cathy demeure silencieuse. Je me souviens des problèmes que 
Cathy avait eus avec Gérald et je me demande si je n'ai pas trop parlé. Aucun son ne se 
fait entendre excepté le grattement sporadique d'une branche contre l'échelle. 
Au bout d'un moment, elle dit : 
- Bien des gens verraient le familier et le confort comme étant de bonnes choses 
et le sérieux, comme un plus. 
Cathy a cessé de travailler, sa main repose légèrement sur une pomme encore 
accrochée à sa branche. Elle me regarde dans les yeux maintenant. Mon ventre se serre. 
J'aurais dû faire preuve de plus de tact. 
- Je sais. Je sais. Je devrais apprécier ce que j'ai. 
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Je dégage les cheveux de mon visage et plisse les yeux à cause du soleil. 
- Et ce sont des choses ridicules qui me tapent sur les nerfs. Tous les vendredis, il 
me rapporte un bouquet de fleurs à la maison. C'est gentil, n'est-ce pas? Sauf que ça me 
rend folle. C'est comme s'il m'offrait des fleurs à la place de ce que je veux : de la 
spontanéité, une vraie conversation, de la passion. 
Cathy grogne sans même faire semblant de cacher son dédain : 
- Pauvre de toi. Des fleurs chaque semaine. 
Elle polit une pomme, enlève une meurtrissure et prend une grosse bouchée : 
- Est-ce qu'il s'est passé quelque chose de grave? demande-t-elle, la bouche 
pleine. Quelque chose d'impardonnable? 
Je m'efforce d'avoir l'air préoccupée tout en me débattant avec une branche 
capricieuse. Elle n'insiste pas. Je ne suis pas prête à lui en parler. Pas encore. 
- L'aimes-tu?, demande-t-elle plutôt. Je ne veux même pas savoir s'il y a 
quelqu'un d'autre. Aimes-tu Steve? 
Elle allonge le bras vers mon visage pour m'obliger à la regarder. 
- Aimer? Je ne sais pas. Ça fait tellement longtemps que nous sommes ensemble. 
Je veux dire : dans le temps, je l'aimais. 
Je dépose mon panier. « Bien sûr que je l'aime. C'est juste que je ne suis pas 
amoureuse de lui. » Beurk! Je gémis à voix haute. Je suis tombée dans le cliché. J'arrache 
brutalement une énorme pomme de sa branche, je m'assoie pour la manger et je renonce 
à toute simulation de productivité. 
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Devant cet arrêt complet de travail, Cathy se souvient de son vrai boulot et 
consulte sa montre. Elle affiche un air de psychologue et me tapote le bras : « Tout va 
s'arranger », m'assure-t-elle tandis qu'elle se dépêche de retourner au travail. 
Je ne suis pas si pressée de retourner à la cueillette. Je mords à belles dents dans la 
grosse pomme ronde, faisant gicler du jus sur mes joues et mes yeux, et j'étends mes 
jambes pleines d'égratignures sur le sol, appuyée contre un tronc d'arbre, les yeux 
fermés. Je me souviens à quel point Steve et moi étions fous l'un de l'autre lorsque nous 
étions à l'université. Il conduisait une petite voiture avec des sièges baquets. Je m'y 
glissais et m'assoyais à moitié sur mon siège, à moitié dans l'espace du centre pour qu'il 
puisse mettre son bras autour de moi. Je disais à tous ceux qui me taquinaient que c'était 
pour rester au chaud pendant ces rigoureux hivers saskatchewanais. Mais en vérité, je ne 
pouvais supporter de ne pas sentir son toucher. Nous nous organisions pour nous 
rencontrer quand l'un de nous avait une pause de quinze minutes entre les cours. 
J'attendais impatiemment à la bibliothèque qu'il termine son entraînement de rugby : il se 
pointait, fraîchement douché et dégageant une odeur de savon et de déodorant. 
- J'aime ton odeur, lui disais-je. 
- Quelle odeur? 
- L'odeur de mon Steve! 
C'était la seule manière que je pouvais l'expliquer. J'étais convaincue que, par 
son odeur, je pouvais le sentir arriver d'avance. Nous avions inventé un jeu qui consistait 
à voir si je pouvais lever les yeux et lui sourire avant qu'il ne se glisse derrière moi sans 
faire de bruit pour me chuchoter quelque chose à l'oreille. 
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C'était il y a si longtemps. 
Je me lève en pensant que je ne m'attendais pas à éprouver autant d'émotions 
pendant cette petite retraite. 
Cathy me donne une leçon particulière de cueillette dès qu'elle en trouve le 
temps : 
- Tu ne tires pas sur la pomme. Ne tire jamais, au grand jamais, m'enseigne-t-elle 
tout en plaçant un doigt de chaque côté de la tige. « Comme ça, puis tourne doucement. 
Ça ne devrait pas faire de bruit. La pomme devrait simplement rouler dans ta main. » 
Même quand elle en fait la démonstration, on entend toujours un bruit : 
- Eh bien, concède-t-elle. Ça peut faire un petit bruit. Un petit bruit sec, pas plus. 
Je suis sceptique. La douceur n'a jamais été un de mes points forts. Je me retrouve 
plutôt avec une pomme, une branche et un tas de feuilles dans la main. En fait, c'est un 
craquement, une cassure et une déchirure plus qu'un petit bruit sec. 
Je pense que je n'y arriverai pas, car il n'y a pas de technique. Certaines pommes 
veulent se détacher, d'autres non. Celles qui ne veulent pas se détacher vont faire du 
bruit. Et ça n'a rien à voir avec le fait qu'elles soient mûres ou pas. Certaines pommes 
rouges et parfaites s'accrochent obstinément à l'arbre tandis que les vertes demandent à 
se faire cueillir et roulent dans ma main avec reconnaissance. 
J'essaie de me détendre, de m'abandonner au rythme de la cueillette. Au début, je 
n'ai qu'un aperçu de ce rythme, constamment interrompu par un seau renversé, une 
échelle déplacée, une façon de cueillir qui ne fonctionne pas. 
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Je me console en mangeant des pommes et en rêvant à des tartes aux pommes 
jusqu'à ce que leur seule odeur commence à me donner la nausée. 
Il y avait si longtemps que je n'avais pas fait de dessert, sans parler d'une tarte 
aux pommes. Je hoche la tête. 11 fut un temps où les tartes aux pommes étaient ma 
spécialité - tout à fait convenable pour l'heureuse femme au foyer que j'ai tant essayé 
d'être. Je m'y donnais à fond comme pour la plupart des choses qui me tenaient à cœur. 
Je croyais que me marier jeune me donnerait une longueur d'avance. J'étais résolue à 
tirer le meilleur parti de cette avance et à être la meilleure des épouses. Si cela signifiait 
cuisiner des tartes et des biscuits frais tous les jours, alors c'est ce que je ferais. 
Il faut reconnaître que Steve était élogieux : 
- T'es la meilleure!, me gratifiait-il à son retour à la maison tandis qu'il humait 
les odeurs de cuisson. Tu sais que tu n'es pas obligée de faire tout ça. T'es assez occupée 
avec tes travaux universitaires... Mais n'empêche que j'adore ça! 
Son plaisir enfantin récompensait tous mes efforts. Il me soulevait, rn'étreignait et 
me faisait tourner dans la cuisine : 
- Je suis le gars le plus chanceux au monde! 
En revanche, son entraîneur de rugby n'était pas aussi élogieux : 
- Marilyn, cesse de faire ta femme au foyer. Ton mari est en train de devenir 
grassouillet. Encore un biscuit aux pépites de chocolat et il ne sera plus capable de courir. 
Même à cette époque, l'entraîneur insinuait que mon rôle d'épouse n'était qu'une 
façade, une sorte de routine établie. Ça me mettait mal à l'aise. 
134  
Après quelques journées pénibles au verger, j'ai fini par apprendre à faire une 
cueillette convenable à force de gestes répétitifs, et si je travaille huit heures, j'arrive à 
remplir deux bacs : ce qui me rapporte trente dollars pour une journée complète de travail 
remplie de sueur. L'enseignement commence à avoir plus d'attrait et le mariage semble 
de plus en plus facile. 
A vrai dire, l'enseignement n'a jamais été le problème. C'est la recherche qui me 
décourage. Les publications spécialisées semblent demander beaucoup de travail pour ce 
qu'elles rapportent et elles font si peu de différence dans la vie de qui que ce soit. 
- Je veux faire quelque chose de vrai, me lamentais-je à Steve dans un moment de 
crise. 
Comme toujours, il n'avait pas tenu compte de ma remarque : 
- T'aimes enseigner. Tu veux devenir professeur. Vois la recherche comme un 
moyen d'arriver à tes fins. 
J'ai essayé de lui expliquer que la recherche est la tâche principale d'un 
professeur, que lorsque je n'affichais pas d'intérêt passionné pour celle-ci, le reste 
tombait à l'eau aussi : 
- Tu n'essaies même pas de comprendre, me suis-je défendue en pleurant. Sois 
donc attentif! Pense à ce que je fais tous les jours - je m'assoie, le nez dans un livre, et 
j'écris jusqu'à en avoir des crampes aux doigts. Pourquoi? 
Je laissai tomber mon crayon brusquement, furieuse. 
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Steve leva les yeux au ciel, Pair dire : « Bon, elle est en train de piquer une de ses 
crises », et il quitta la pièce. 
À son retour quelques heures plus tard, j'étais en train de préparer une salade de 
pommes de terre - sa salade préférée. Il jeta un coup d'œil par-dessus mon épaule et vit 
les larmes sur mon visage. 
- Je présume que ce sont les oignons qui te font pleurer, dit-il en sortant de la 
maison. Je reviens dans une quinzaine de minutes pour souper. 
A son retour, il avait rapporté un contenant de ma crème glacée préférée. Comme 
si les sucreries pouvaient compenser pour ce qu'il était réticent à donner. J'arrivais à 
peine à étouffer ma frustration. 
Je me demande maintenant : réticent à donner ou incapable de comprendre. 
- J'ai perdu la foi. 
C'est ce que je dis à mes amis et aux membres de ma famille curieux pour 
expliquer mon congé académique. Je me demande si je pourrais en dire autant à propos 
de mon mariage. Je ne suis pas la seule à avoir perdu la foi. Cathy a été victime du même 
destin. Durant sa cinquième année au doctorat, quand elle aurait dû être en train de se 
préparer à soutenir sa thèse, elle décida que c'était de la foutaise. Elle a non seulement 
jeté ses brouillons, mais elle a aussi supprimé toutes les données existantes sur son disque 
dur. 
- Quand je prends une décision, je m'assure qu'elle sera finale, avait-elle répondu 
d'un ton léger devant ses pairs horrifiés. 
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Elle alla plutôt travailler dans un refuge pour femmes, un endroit où elle disait 
qu'elle pouvait avoir un impact. Et elle en a probablement eu un, jusqu'à ce qu'elle y 
renonce pour déménager ici et exploiter le verger. 
C'est une démarche que je peux comprendre durant mes bons jours. Quand 
j'arrive à me perdre dans le rythme, le travail au verger devient exactement la retraite 
idyllique que je m'étais imaginée et la cueillette, une sorte de danse : étirements, 
allongements des bras, synchronisation des mouvements. Je pense souvent aux 
professeurs de natation de ma jeunesse. « Cueille une pomme, mets-la dans le panier, 
cueille une pomme, mets-la dans le panier. » C'est le refrain de la marinière. Parfois, 
j'étouffe mes pensées, les remplace par ce refrain, et le travail offre presque une qualité 
méditative. J'allonge le bras en m'étirant tout le corps et je décroche une pomme en la 
tournant légèrement; puis, tandis que je la dépose avec soin dans le sac attaché autour de 
ma poitrine, j'allonge l'autre bras, je m'étire, je tourne. Je danse avec les pommes. Je 
danse quand mes partenaires le veulent bien. 
Ainsi plongée dans ma danse avec les pommes, je trouve que les nouveaux 
arrivants au verger sont une source d'irritation immense. « Ils ne font pas ça comme il 
faut, me dis-je. Ils arrachent toutes les feuilles et font tant de bruit. Ils tirent les pommes 
d'un coup sec au lieu de les tourner légèrement. » Alors que je me remets au travail 
tranquillement, je me rends compte que je suis en train d'apprendre à user de douceur au 
verger. 
Par contre, avoir de la grâce serait trop en demander. Si je suis toujours aussi 
maladroite à trente-sept ans, ce n'est pas quelques semaines dans un verger qui y 
changeront quoi que ce soit. Ce sont les échelles de huit pieds que nous utilisons pour 
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atteindre la cime des arbres qui me causent le plus d'ennuis. De voir que l'on s'attend à 
ce que je grimpe si haut me rend perplexe. Je devais m'imaginer que les pommiers 
seraient nains, pour que je puisse cueillir facilement et joyeusement de belles pommes 
mûres aux branches souples tout en gambadant d'une rangée à l'autre, un panier au bras 
et un ruban dans les cheveux (ajoutons peut-être à cela quelques moutons et des bergers 
pour faire bonne mesure). 
Le véritable travail s'est avéré beaucoup plus ardu. Grâce à Steve, il y a un 
nombre de choses routinières dans la vie d'un adulte que je n'ai jamais faites (réparer un 
robinet, faire faire une vidange d'huile, mettre de l'essence, payer une facture). On peut 
ajouter grimper dans une échelle à la liste. 
C'est surprenant que je ne me tue pas. J'essaie de ne pas regarder en bas, de ne 
pas penser à ce qui arriverait si je tombais, je me fais accroire que j'ai acquis un bon sens 
de l'équilibre, que lorsque je m'avance et que l'échelle penche en même temps que moi, 
je sais jusqu'où je peux aller sans la faire basculer. Et si Steve me voyait? Je l'imagine en 
train de se fermer les yeux, inquiet tandis que je me penche et m'étire pour cueillir une 
pomme un tantinet hors de portée, voyant l'échelle ployer sous mon poids. 
Je l'ai échappé belle plusieurs fois et une panoplie de bleus et d'égratignures me 
rappelleront ma brève vie de cueilleuse. En mon for intérieur, je souhaite qu'au moins 
une de ces égratignures laisse une cicatrice indélébile, une marque visible qui me 
rappellera le travail que j'ai fait. 
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Je suppose que c'est étrange de vouloir me rappeler de dures épreuves, faites 
d'oublis occasionnels constamment interrompus par l'inconfort physique - l'inconfort 
physique relié non seulement aux muscles endoloris, mais aussi aux vêtements mouillés 
et usés, à la peau lacérée par une branche capricieuse, aux yeux fouettés par les feuilles. 
Je suis toujours mouillée. Soit qu'il pleut, soit qu'il a plu, ce qui fait que les feuilles et les 
branches sont pleines d'eau. Ou bien il fait chaud et humide, ce qui fait que c'est comme 
travailler dans un bain de vapeur. 
Quand Steve et moi avons quitté la Saskatchewan pour aller vivre en Ontario, 
comme je détestais l'humidité! Ça ne ressemblait en rien à ce que j'aurais pu m'imaginer. 
Non pas que la température en Saskatchewan ait été géniale. Quand mon professeur de 
littérature de première année avait décrit l'enfer de Dante, il avait dit que son centre était 
glacé et qu'un démon géant se tenait là, debout, à battre des ailes. 
- Froid et venteux, avais-je pensé. L'enfer, c'est Régina! 
Des années plus tard, j'avais écris à ma mère, de l'université Queen's : 
- J'ai toujours cru que Dante avait eu raison et que l'enfer serait comme l'hiver en 
Saskatchewan, mais maintenant je sais que c'est comme l'été en Ontario. 
- Il s'agit de s'y habituer, me conseillaient mes camarades de classe. Résigne-toi 
au fait que tu vas transpirer et que c'est très bien comme ça. 
Pourtant, j'en étais incapable. C'en était dégoûtant, tous ces vêtements imbibés de 
sueur qui me collaient à la peau. 
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Steve n'avait pas sourcillé lorsque j'avais décidé d'aller faire mon doctorat en 
Ontario : 
- Bon, je crois bien que nous déménageons en Ontario. 
Il avait demandé à se faire muter et nous avions déménagé. C'est à peu près la 
façon dont nous menions notre vie. Ce que je voulais, je l'obtenais, et Steve suivait pour 
prendre soin de moi. Il ne s'est jamais plaint de l'humidité. 
Est-ce que les couples qui en avaient enduré davantage étaient plus unis à cause 
de leur souffrance? Notre amour à Steve et à moi était-il moins sincère à cause de son 
indubitable prévisibilité? Si tel était le cas, Cathy et Gérald auraient assurément atteint le 
summum du succès conjugal. J'éprouve de la honte et de la colère pour Cathy quand je 
pense à leurs mauvaises années passées en Ontario. Gérald travaillait dans un bar, un 
style de vie qui nous était étranger à nous, les étudiants. Mais il avait l'air d'aimer ça : 
travailler toute la nuit et dormir toute la journée ne le dérangeait pas. Quand Cathy s'est 
mise à travailler en service social, leur style de vie n'aurait pas pu être plus différent. Il 
faisait la fête avec les gens tape-à-l'œil du bar. Profitant de leur jeunesse, il arrivait à 
l'exploiter pour se regonfler, pendant que Cathy s'enlisait dans les douleurs du monde, 
essayant de remédier à la laideur que tant de gens choisissent de ne pas voir. Le travail 
l'avait fait vieillir. Elle travaillait de longues heures, mangeait de façon irrégulière et 
dormait à peine. Elle avait toujours été menue avec son petit corps de jeune fille qu'elle 
mettait en valeur en arborant sa tenue habituelle : un jean Levi's et un T-shirt blanc bien 
ajusté. Mais maintenant son jean pochait, les os des hanches faisaient saillie et elle avait 
les yeux cernés. Auparavant, ses cheveux roux et brillants avec une raie au milieu lui 
tombaient simplement sur les épaules. Maintenant, ses cheveux étaient ternes et 
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commençaient à grisonner prématurément. Elle les attachait très serré comme pour 
refuser de voir le changement, mais cette coiffure ne faisait qu'accentuer l'épuisement 
total dans son visage. 
La nouvelle de l'aventure de Gérald avec une serveuse de bar prit du temps à se 
rendre jusqu'à Cathy étant donné qu'ils fréquentaient des milieux différents. Cathy avait 
décidé de ne pas tenir compte des signes jusqu'à ce qu'elle trouve une lettre d'amour 
dans la poche de son veston. Je n'arrive même pas à m'imaginer comment elle a tenu le 
coup en lisant : « Je t'aimerai toujours, Carrie xoxoxo ». Elle avait gardé son calme, ayant 
probablement versé toutes les larmes de son corps avant de me téléphoner. 
D'un ton neutre, elle m'annonça que nous allions au bar de Gérald. Il ne travaillait 
pas et j'étais curieuse de voir la vengeance qu'elle avait préparée. Mais, une fois arrivée, 
elle demanda poliment une petite table dans le coin et commanda un demi-litre de vin. 
Nous le bûmes en faisant le guet. Carrie était au début de la vingtaine tout au plus, 
presque quinze ans de moins que Cathy - elle aurait pu être Cathy il y a quinze ans. Elle 
débordait de gaieté tandis qu'elle allait de table en table, riait et apportait des verres 
comme si elle était chez elle, à donner sa propre soirée. Son jean tombait sur ses hanches 
et son T-shirt serré dénudait un ventre dur. Tout comme Cathy, Carrie était menue, mais 
elle montrait une présence forte et une belle assurance. Même ses cheveux étaient 
simplement coiffés à la mode hippie du temps de Cathy. Que pouvais-je faire pour aider 
Cathy? Comment arrive-t-on à consoler une femme qui se fait voler son mari par un 
modèle d'elle-même en plus jeune? Je frémissais rien qu'à penser à l'humiliation. Que 
peut-on faire quand on a une amie qui se fait vaincre par la seule chose qu'elle ne peut 
maîtriser - le vieillissement? 
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Mais Cathy n'avait pas besoin de mon aide. Avec un aplomb que je n'aurais pu 
imaginer quelques instants plus tôt, elle aborda la jeune femme, se présenta et fixa un 
rendez-vous pour aller dîner. Pendant le repas, elle invita Carrie à s'asseoir, bavarda avec 
elle agréablement de tout et de rien et, comme elles terminaient leur dessert, elle lui dit en 
souriant : 
- Merci beaucoup d'avoir rendu Gérald heureux pendant cette période difficile 
pour nous. J'espère que ça ne te blessera pas trop quand il te quittera. Ce genre de choses 
peut briser le cœur terriblement et je ne voudrais pas que tu sois triste. Tu dois 
certainement comprendre qu'il est mon mari et qu'il a toujours eu l'intention de me 
revenir. 
Cela dit, elle avait serré le bras de Carrie et s'était levée pour payer l'addition. 
Elle avait dû avoir une conversation semblable avec Gérald en ajoutant qu'ils 
déménageaient à la campagne puisque leur vie urbaine s'avérait la cause de ses récents 
écarts de conduite. Moins d'un mois après, ils étaient déménagés au Québec. Cathy 
prétend que tout va bien, à vrai dire plutôt bien. Et il semblerait que c'est vraiment le cas. 
Ils sont gentils l'un envers l'autre, voire même affectueux. Cathy gère le verger et Gérald 
lui donne un coup de main en travaillant fort et en faisant ce qu'elle demande. Une 
pénitence, peut-être? Comment est-ce que Cathy peut ne pas penser à cette fille 
lorsqu'elle et Gérald sont au lit tard le soir? Comment ne peut-elle pas se demander si la 
main de Gérald ne préférerait pas le ventre dur d'une jeune fille de vingt ans? Mais peut-
être qu'ils n'ont pas vraiment de doute. Peut-être que l'aventure de Gérald n'était qu'un 
cri de détresse, comme le bruit d'une bande rugueuse qui indique que le conducteur s'est 
endormi au volant. Le problème étant réglé, ils reprennent l'itinéraire prévu, sans aucun 
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souci. Ou peut-être que le fait que Cathy ait insisté pour déménager au Québec revient au 
même que l'abandon de sa thèse : un déménagement pour s'assurer que la décision sera 
finale. Peut-être qu'actuellement, ils s'accommodent de la situation du mieux qu'ils le 
peuvent afin de sauver les apparences, mais la nuit, peut-être que les deux rêvent à une 
jeune serveuse pétillante, vêtue d'un jean qui lui tombe sur les hanches, lui dénudant le 
ventre. 
Avec cette idée en tête, je m'étire plus que d'ordinaire pour prendre une pomme, 
comme pour mettre à l'épreuve mes prouesses de jeunesse. Je perds l'équilibre un bref 
instant ainsi que celui des seaux que j'utilise pour ramasser les pommes à la cime des 
arbres. Il y a probablement deux douzaines de pommes qui tombent par terre. Merde! Je 
redescends de l'échelle et m'accroupis pour voir si je peux en réchapper quelques-unes. 
En général, les pommes qui tombent par terre sont gaspillées, même les 
centrifugeuses n'en veulent pas. On les laisse se décomposer. Mais si elles ne sont pas 
trop en mauvais état, je les ramasse, les polis et les mets dans mes bacs de pommes à jus 
en espérant ne pas me faire surprendre. 
Je m'agenouille et récupère toutes les pommes que je peux. Tandis que je remets 
les dernières pommes dans mon bac, Cathy arrive en tracteur. Je suis soulagée qu'elle ne 
m'ait pas vu glisser en douce les fruits tombés. A quelle vitesse je suis devenue une 
employée plutôt qu'une amie. 
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- Salut! me dit-elle avec un sourire. Je suis désolée que nous n'ayons pas 
beaucoup de temps à passer ensemble. Ça n'arrête pas. 
- Ce n'est pas grave, lui dis-je pour la rassurer tout en essuyant la sueur sur mon 
front. Mes pensées me tiennent occupée. 
- Et comment ça va de ce côté-là? La ride entre ses sourcils démontre que ce n'est 
pas une question parmi tant d'autres, mais j'essaie de la détourner en répondant : Ça va. 
- Steve a téléphoné ce matin, mais tu étais déjà partie cueillir des pommes, dit-elle 
en faisant la sourde oreille à ma fausse réponse. Il semble inquiet et veut savoir comment 
tu vas. 
Elle fait une pause au cas où je serais prête à répondre franchement. Rien. Elle 
reprend : 
- J'ai seulement dit que tu étais fatiguée et que tu travaillais fort. 
Cette fois-ci, je profite de sa pause pour répliquer : 
- C'est vrai que je travaille fort. T'es une négrière. 
- Il m'a demandé si tu étais de bonne humeur. 
Une fois de plus, elle ne tient pas compte de ma réponse. « Drôle de question 
n'est-ce pas? Je lui ai dit que tu étais toujours de bonne humeur, et il s'est mis à rire : "Je 
n'en suis pas si sûr - on dirait qu'être mariée avec moi la rend de mauvaise humeur assez 
souvent." » 
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Je ne peux m'empêcher de sourire et j'imagine le nombre exact et la profondeur 
des rides sur son front au moment où il a prononcé ces paroles. 
Cathy s'offusque de mon sourire : 
- Marilyn, tu dois te brancher. J'ai pitié de lui. Il est là à t'attendre. Il attend que 
tu te décides. 
Les poils sur mes avant-bras se dressent. Elle se prend pour ma mère tout d'un 
coup? Je lui tourne le dos comme si je me remettais au travail, mais elle m'empoigne le 
bras. 
-Ne sois pas fâchée. J'essaie de t'aider. 
Elle laisse sa main sur ma chemise, mais maintenant la pression se veut légère et 
rassurante, bien que sa prochaine question ne le soit pas. « Y a-t-il quelqu'un d'autre? » 
Je me laisse choir sur l'herbe couverte de rosée, surprise par mes larmes. 
- Oui, dis-je soulagée de m'entendre l'avouer. Mais ce n'est rien. Ce n'est pas ça 
le problème. C'est seulement un des symptômes. 
Je me demande si c'est possible de parler d'un mariage et de son échec sans 
employer des clichés. 
- Est-ce que tu aimes cet autre gars? 
Décidément, cette femme est obsédée par l'amour. 
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- Aimer?, dis-je d'un air moqueur. Non. Certainement pas. C'est juste qu'il est 
jeune. Jeune et amusant. Différent. 
- Alors tu vas rompre avec lui, me dit Cathy avec douceur pour m'encourager. Je 
n'arrive pas à savoir si ce qu'elle dit est censé être une question. 
- Oui... oui, je vais rompre, dis-je en arrachant un brin d'herbe. Peut-être que je 
ne faisais que mettre Steve à l'épreuve. Il y a quelques semaines, je suis allée faire du 
camping avec ce gars-là, dis-je à titre d'explication. J'ai tout simplement dit à Steve que 
j'y allais, le défiant presque de me l'interdire. Du moins, je m'attendais à ce qu'il proteste 
d'une certaine façon. Rien. C'est ce que j'ai eu. La même chose que d'habitude. 
Je déchiquette le brin d'herbe que je fais passer d'une main à l'autre. 
- Et s'il avait protesté? S'il t'avait interdit d'y aller? Ou s'il t'avait dit : « Si tu y 
vas, je ne serai plus là à ton retour ». Y serais-tu allée? Serais-tu venue ici s'il t'avait dit 
la même chose? 
- Je ne sais pas. Je laisse tomber les morceaux d'herbe sur le sol. « Mais s'il avait 
essayé, on aurait au moins obtenu quelques réponses. Il n'a même pas tenté quoi que ce 
soit. » 
- Tu le pousses toujours à exercer un pouvoir sur toi? dit-elle doucement. Tu ne 
trouves pas qu'il serait temps que tu apprennes à avoir du pouvoir sur toi-même? 
Je me dis que les étudiants en psychologie font des amis ennuyeux tandis que 
j'essuie les larmes et la sueur sur mon visage et que je grimpe à mon échelle, résolue à 
me concentrer sur la cueillette et uniquement la cueillette. 
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Il fait si chaud que les pommes se mettent à pourrir aussitôt qu'elles tombent des 
arbres. J'aime la sensation des pommes qui s'écrabouillent sous mes pieds. Bizarrement, 
c'est satisfaisant. C'est comme si j'aidais la nature à accomplir son travail de 
décomposition. Mais c'est aussi amusant : comme un enfant qui frappe du pied sur des 
blocs de styromousse ou sur des sacs de papier gonflés pour le plaisir d'entendre le bruit 
et de sentir l'éclatement. 
Cependant, avec les pommes, ça ne marche bien que si l'on ne fait pas exprès. 
Une fois qu'on essaie d'obtenir le bruit et l'éclatement, on finit par marcher sur les 
pommes mûres qui refusent de s'écrabouiller sous nos pieds. Au contraire, elles se 
mettent à rouler et nous font perdre l'équilibre, de sorte que l'on ressemble à un voleur 
dans un dessin animé qui tente de s'enfuir sur un plancher couvert de billes. 
Un après-midi, j'étais perdue dans mes pensées de pommes pourries à mes pieds 
et de pommes fraîches au bout de mes doigts quand le père de Cathy m'a fait sursauter : « 
Besoin d'aide? » Pendant la semaine, il travaille dans la grande ville, ce qui fait qu'il n'a 
pas l'air à sa place dans le verger. Maintenant que j'y pense, il doit mener une carrière 
très brillante en ville. Il y a autre chose que les pommes qui doit renflouer cette famille. 
- La chose la plus difficile par rapport à la cueillette, me dit-il tandis qu'il 
travaille en face de moi, c'est d'être patient, de prendre son temps. C'est difficile parce 
que l'on veut aller plus vite, faire plus d'argent et terminer plus rapidement. C'est dans la 
nature humaine que de vouloir tout précipiter. Mais on ne peut pas précipiter la cueillette. 
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Les pommes sont délicates, comme les œufs. Il faut les aimer, les pommes. Oui, 
lentement et soigneusement. 
Au début, j'ai l'impression qu'il me fait la morale - qu'il ressasse les instructions 
que Cathy a déjà données - mais par après, je me rends compte qu'il se parle à lui-même, 
savourant la lenteur du travail, les soins qu'il prodigue à chacune des pommes en les 
tournant dans sa main pour voir si elles ont des imperfections avant de les placer avec 
précaution dans le panier. À ce stade, mon sac est plein et je me dirige vers le bac qui est 
placé à un endroit stratégique au milieu de ma rangée, je pose une couverture sur les 
pommes que j'ai déjà amassées à mi-hauteur du bac, je fais rouler mes pommes avec 
prudence sur la couverture qui amortit leur chute et puis, je fais glisser la couverture de 
sous les fruits avec soin; si cette tâche est bien accomplie, les pommes ne se heurtent que 
légèrement. 
Tandis que je termine, je m'aperçois que le père de Cathy a cessé de travailler 
pour me regarder : 
- C'est ça - c'est uniquement avec la douceur que les pommes ne se meurtriront 
pas. 
- Si on les rudoie, elles ne sont pas bonnes. Si on y fait attention, elles nous 
sustentent. Un rapport si simple, dis-je comme si je me parlais à moi-même. 
Le père de Cathy me regarde d'une manière curieuse, mais je me remets au 
travail, rayonnante de succès. Fortifiée. 
« Il faut les aimer, les pommes » : c'est la phrase qui résonne dans ma tête. 
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Je me souviens d'une conversation au bar de l'université, une conversation 
entamée après quelques bières de trop. Quelques étudiants en études anglaises parlaient 
d'Aristote, un philosophe de l'Antiquité, qui décrivait l'amour comme étant une force 
attirant les choses les unes vers les autres : « Une pierre aime le sol parce que si on la 
laisse tomber, elle sera attirée au sol. » 
- C'est la gravité, pas l'amour! m'étais-je moquée. 
- La gravité est un des véhicules de l'amour, avait répondu d'un air sombre un 
étudiant au doctorat en philosophie. Un oiseau aime l'air. Un poisson aime la mer. 
- Et moi j'aime ma bière, avait dit Steve pour mettre son grain de sel, lui qui 
n'aimait pas les conversations de haut vol que les étudiants étaient enclins à avoir après 
quelques verres. 
- Ce qu'ils aiment, m'avait-il dit dans la voiture sur le chemin du retour, c'est le 
son de leur propre voix. 
Je souris maintenant, en me souvenant que son humour m'a toujours permis de 
garder les pieds sur terre. 
C'est à ce moment que je commence à comprendre. J'ai fait tout ce chemin, mais 
je suis incapable de ne pas penser à Steve. Steve, l'homme au caractère facile, simple, 
non dominant. Est-ce que ça n'a pas toujours été ainsi? Steve m'attire. Je dépose mon sac 
et me mets à marcher. En toute vérité, je cours jusqu'à la maison et décroche le 
téléphone. 
À la deuxième sonnerie, il répond. 
- Je reviens à la maison, dis-je sans préambule. 
Il y a un air amusé dans sa voix quand il demande 
- Vous serez combien? 
- Juste une. 
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Un lac artificiel 
Assis en face de moi, il porte une chemise Tommy Hilfiger et un pantalon en laine 
Club Monaco. Gris et noir. « C'est tout ce qui est à la mode cet automne, me dit-il. Le 
gris et le noir, la laine et le cachemire. Il faudrait être crétin pour se tromper. » 
Je jette un coup d'oeil sur mes vêtements usés et je me demande si je ne devrais 
pas me trouver un prétexte pour retourner à ma chambre d'hôtel afin de refaire ma 
coiffure et me changer. Ai-je même apporté des vêtements de laine ou de cachemire? 
Je ne me ferai pas d'illusions : je n'en possède même pas. 
Explorant le restaurant du regard, j'aperçois des groupes d'hommes et de femmes 
qui ont l'air de sortir tout droit d'une publicité pour Gap. Tous ayant une apparence si 
soignée, leurs chemises propres et luisantes bien rentrées dans les pantalons. Comment se 
fait-il que les gens qui s'habillent chez Gap n'attrapent jamais de feu sauvage? Je 
camoufle une tache de café sur ma manche avec ma main. Enfin! Un verre de plus suffira 
à me convaincre que mes différences accentuent ma supériorité. Tout de même, peut-être 
que le chapeau est de trop. Tout à l'heure, devant le miroir, je trouvais que j'étais à la 
mode mais là, j'ai juste envie de l'enlever et de le flanquer sous la table. Je le ferais si je 
ne craignais de dévoiler mes cheveux en bataille et ma teinture ratée. 
Habituellement, nous ne serions pas en train de souper ensemble : lui est du genre 
as du marketing tandis que moi, j'ai l'air d'une excentrique créative qui porte des 
Birkenstock. Pourtant, nous voici au restaurant The Keg à Régina, en plein hiver. 
L'agence de publicité pour laquelle nous travaillons envoie rarement les infographistes en 
voyage d'affaires. « L'élément visuel est crucial pour ce client. Vous devez absolument 
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assister à cette présentation », m'avait-on dit, comme si je devais être renversée par ma 
bonne chance du fait qu'on m'envoie, moi, une simple dessinatrice, dans une autre 
province en vrai voyage d'affaires. Alors, me voici. Je ne fais pas le poids. 
11 mange son steak, saignant, et une pomme de terre au four, sans beurre. Sans 
doute suit-il le régime Minçavi. Je mange mon sauté aux légumes mais je fixe du regard 
son bœuf rouge sang de manière lascive en me demandant si cela se fait de lui en 
demander une toute petite bouchée. L'odeur de surlonge grillée fait en sorte que les 
raisons pour lesquelles j'ai renoncé à la viande m'échappent. 
Nous étions mal à l'aise en arrivant à la table. Je lui posais des questions sans arrêt 
pour éviter le silence. Comment va ton père? (Il a été malade.) As-tu des nouvelles de ta 
sœur? (Je l'ai croisée une fois à une fête de bureau.) Et la course? (Il s'entraîne pour un 
marathon, comme si détenir le poste de directeur du marketing à trente ans n'était pas 
suffisant.) 
La situation ressemble trop à un rendez-vous amoureux et je déteste ce genre de 
rendez-vous parce que les hommes me bombardent de questions telles que : Où aimerais-
tu habiter? Quelles sont tes aspirations professionnelles? Aimes-tu voyager? Aimerais-tu 
avoir des enfants? Que penses-tu du mariage? En passant, pourquoi es-tu encore 
célibataire? 
Toujours une entrevue pour un boulot qui ne m'intéresse même pas. 
Mes questions doivent l'énerver tout autant, mais une fois que je cesse mon 
interrogatoire, nous entamons un dialogue agréable. Enfin, c'est plutôt un monologue, 
mais ça ne me dérange pas. C'est étonnant comme c'est intéressant de l'écouter parler, 
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surtout quand il psychanalyse ses amis et sa famille d'une manière que seules mes 
copines arrivent à faire. 11 n'a certainement pas parlé autant pendant le vol en provenance 
de Toronto. Il était trop préoccupé de me presser de questions sur notre prochaine 
présentation qu'il me laissait à peine le temps de manger mes paquets de noix, 
gracieuseté de la ligne aérienne. Maintenant que le travail est terminé et que les clients 
sont satisfaits, il se détend en montrant une autre facette de lui-même. 
« Prenons Lance, est-il en train de me dire. C'est un bon ami et je suis 
profondément attaché à lui. Mais sa vie est une farce. Il croit qu'il est heureux. Il est 
marié avec sa petite femme, Maria, il vit dans sa petite maison dans la petite ville de 
Huntsville et mène sa petite vie de représentant. Leur vie est une farce, pure et simple. Il 
dit aux gens : C'est ma meilleure amie, je ne saurais imaginer ma vie sans elle. Il raconte 
vraiment ce genre de conneries aux gens. Ce n'est pas sa meilleure amie. C'est une 
béquille. Une béquille qui ne sert qu'à combler un vide causé par une enfance décevante 
et une vie de famille insipide : Lance ne s'est jamais montré à la hauteur des attentes de 
son père, sa famille ne s'intéresse aucunement à lui, sa mère oublie de lui envoyer une 
carte de souhaits pour son anniversaire. Il se sent seul au monde. » Il fait signe à la 
serveuse et indique son verre de bière du doigt. « Et voilà que la merveilleuse Maria fait 
son apparition. Elle aperçoit le beau Lance, qui a la prestance d'un président de classe et 
qui, dans des circonstances normales, n'aurait jamais jeté un second regard sur Maria, 
sauf qu'elle est intelligente et profite de son point faible, sa solitude. Ne t'en fais pas, tu 
ne seras jamais seul, je serai toujours là pour toi. Elle s'empare de lui. Plus que jamais, 
elle l'isole de sa famille. Maintenant qu'il a sa chère Maria, ça lui importe peu que sa 
famille ne l'aime pas. Et Maria? Qu'est-ce qu'elle y gagne dans toute cette affaire? Un 
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mari du genre poupée Ken et elle se fout du fait qu'il y a des tas de filles bien plus belles 
qu'elle. C'est de l'exploitation mutuelle. Avoir besoin de quelqu'un n'est pas la même 
chose qu'aimer quelqu'un. Dépendance n'est pas synonyme d'amour. » 
Pendant qu'il parle, je l'observe et j'essaie de voir ce qui est naturel chez lui. Les 
cheveux blonds épais, la peau bronzée, les yeux bleus. Son teint provient d'un salon de 
bronzage à coup sûr. Non mais quand même, il ne faut pas exagérer! Nous sommes au 
Canada et c'est le mois de janvier. Pour ce qui est des yeux bleus, personne n'a les yeux 
aussi bleus, bleus comme le centre d'une bille. Des verres de contact de couleur, c'est 
certain. Ce qui attire vraiment mon attention, ce sont ses bras, lisses comme la peau d'un 
bébé. Pas un seul poil, ça donne envie de s'y frotter le visage. Je l'ai vu à la salle de gym 
du bureau. On peut en dire autant de ses jambes et de son torse. Pas de poils, rien qui 
nous empêche de voir la forme parfaite de ces muscles. Il ne se rase sûrement pas? Le 
corps en entier? Je crois que c'est carrément bizarre, et je suis contente de porter des 
collants opaques qui couvrent mes jambes. Il doit se faire commanditer par la firme de 
rasoirs Bic pour un rasage complet deux fois par semaine. Je tire sur mes manches de 
façon à cacher mes bras et une partie de mes mains, tandis que je caresse l'idée de 
m'épiler. 
« D'autre part, mon ami Derek, dit-il tout en regardant par-dessus mon épaule 
pour reluquer les belles filles à la table d'à côté, avoue carrément que son mariage est une 
comédie. Il n'aime pas sa femme et elle ne l'aime pas. C'est à peine s'ils se tolèrent. 
C'est une vieille histoire. Ils se sont mariés jeunes et coup sur coup sont venus les 
enfants. Maintenant, ils sont pris ensemble. Derek ne s'intéresse plus à elle, mais que 
veux-tu qu'il fasse? Qu'il parte? Ça ferait de lui un homme de trente ans, divorcé avec 
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deux enfants. Ça c'est un raté. Derek se dit qu'il n'est pas un raté. Alors il reste et de 
temps en temps, il s'offre des petits extras - et c'est ça sa béquille; il se laisse accroire 
qu'il serait capable de trouver quelqu'un d'autre, que sa vie pourrait changer s'il le 
désirait, mais non, comme c'est un Bon Gars, il demeure auprès de sa femme et de ses 
enfants. Il fait le Bon Choix. » En prononçant ces trois derniers mots, il ouvre et ferme les 
guillemets de chaque côté de sa tête à l'aide de ses doigts. 
Je hoche la tête pour montrer que je retiens la leçon. Nous sommes maintenant 
passés au bar et je souris en apercevant le slogan de la brasserie au-dessus de sa tête : 
« Depuis 1908, nous aidons les gens laids à baiser. » Il suit mon regard et rit. 
« Mais chacun a sa béquille, dit-il après m'avoir commandé un autre verre de vin 
rouge. Je pense à mon frère aîné Tim, la grande star de l'athlétisme. Il a trente-deux ans 
et a entièrement consacré sa vie à l'athlétisme. Le moment de vérité est maintenant 
arrivé : nous sommes aux Jeux olympiques de 2000 à Sydney et tout repose sur une 
course qui le consacrera ou causera sa perte. Ou bien il se qualifie, donnant un sens à tout 
son travail comme athlète olympique, ou bien, si Dieu en décide ainsi, il échoue et n'est 
alors qu'un ex-coureur de trente-deux ans avec rien à son actif en termes d'expérience de 
travail. Un moins que rien avec des genoux bousillés. D'une manière ou d'une autre, qu'il 
réussisse ou pas, il sera trop vieux pour participer aux prochains Jeux olympiques. 
L'année prochaine, sa carrière de coureur sera terminée. Il ne pourra plus compter sur son 
statut de « grande star de l'athlétisme » et devra faire face à la réalité. Qu'a-t-il à son actif 
pour remplacer son vedettariat? Qu'est-ce qui fera en sorte qu'il se sentira important une 
fois qu'il ne gagnera plus ces médailles d'or? Rien. Il serait peut-être mieux d'échouer, 
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car la réussite ne ferait qu'alimenter ses illusions, c'est-à-dire que la vitesse à laquelle on 
court importe vraiment. » 
Il sourit comme s'il venait de conter une blague. Je me demande comment il fait 
pour avoir les dents aussi blanches. Je lui renvoie son sourire en prenant note d'opter 
pour le dentifrice avec la formule blanchissante magique. 
Il nous commande deux autres verres tout en me désignant à l'approche de la 
serveuse. Il parle à ma place comme si nous formons un couple, comme si je suis une de 
ses conquêtes. Cela me surprend et je me dis qu'au fond, mon nez n'est peut-être pas 
aussi terriblement gros que je le croyais, que je n'ai peut-être pas besoin d'économiser 
pour une chirurgie après tout. 
« . . .  q u e l q u e  c h o s e  d ' a u s s i  é l é m e n t a i r e  e t  s i m p l e  q u e  d ' a v o i r  d e s  e n f a n t s .  
Pourquoi les gens en ont-ils? Pour combler un manque dans leur vie. » Il cogne son verre 
sur la table, en mesure avec les sept derniers mots qu'il articule pour insister sur ce point 
comme le font les évangélisateurs à la télévision. « Ils n'ont pas atteint leur point de 
satisfaction. Ils voient leur vie s'étaler devant eux. Ils travaillent jour après jour après jour 
et se disent Pourquoi ne pas engendrer un être comme nous, mais plus mignon, plus 
intelligent, plus athlétique que nous. Ça leur donne quelque chose à mettre en valeur sur 
leur manteau de cheminée : des enfants trophées, une marque de leur réussite. » 
Je jette un coup d'œil aux jeunes et jolies filles à la table d'à côté dans le but 
d'écouter leur conversation. Ce discours commence à me déprimer. S'il faisait des films, 
il écrirait une de ces comédies noires dans laquelle les personnages ont l'air tout à fait 
normaux et heureux jusqu'à ce que l'on découvre qu'ils sont mariés à leurs frères ou 
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qu'ils collectionnent des sous-vêtements pour enfants ou qu'ils conservent dans la 
saumure des parties du corps humain dans leur sous-sol. Un film suicidaire à la Robert 
Altman. Je fais signe à la serveuse de nr apporter un autre verre de vin rouge et je me 
demande s'il est capable de s'analyser lui-même avec le même esprit analytique. 
« Je ne prétends pas être différent. C'est vrai que j'ai un super boulot, que je fais 
beaucoup d'argent - » 
« Et tu as beaucoup de beaux vêtements, lui dis-je en l'interrompant. N'oublie pas 
les beaux vêtements. En laine et en cachemire. Noirs et gris. » J'avale mon vin d'un trait. 
« Oui, dit-il avec un grand sourire, heureux de voir que son auditoire participe. 
C'est vrai que j'ai beaucoup de beaux vêtements. » Il frotte la manche de son chandail de 
laine noir. «Mais qu'est-ce que ça signifie? Ma vie privée n'est qu'un vide. J'ai été 
incapable de rendre ma petite amie heureuse. » Il me regarde droit dans les yeux et je ne 
me permets pas de détourner les miens, voire même que je me force à sourire. « Je me 
suis plongé dans mon travail. Elle s'ennuyait et s'est adonnée aux médicaments sur 
ordonnance. Nous nous sommes quittés, dit-il comme s'il récitait l'ordre du jour de la 
réunion de la semaine passée. Maintenant, je mange seul tous les soirs : du céleri avec du 
Cheese Whiz, du thon et des bagels. C'est l'histoire de ma vie. L'as du marketing, seul à 
la maison le soir, qui mange du thon et des bagels. » 
J'ai de la difficulté à continuer de sourire et je ne suis pas certaine de ce que je 
dois faire. J'aimerais lui demander si sa petite amie s'adonne toujours aux médicaments, 
quelle était la sorte de médicaments qu'elle prenait et où elle est maintenant, mais c'est 
hors sujet. Comme je suis une aimable étudiante qui ne demande qu'à faire plaisir, je lui 
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demande plutôt : « Y-a-t-il quelqu'un d'heureux? Tu considères que tout ce qui pourrait 
ressembler au bonheur est une béquille. » 
Afin de récompenser mon attention soutenue, il lève son verre et me tapote 
l'avant-bras. Sa main demeure chaleureusement sur mon bras alors qu'il reprend le fil de 
son discours: «C'est exactement ça! Il y a des gens qui se croient heureux, mais 
seulement parce qu'ils sont incapables de voir que leur vie, c'est de la merde. C'est le cas 
de mes parents. » Je m'installe confortablement sur la banquette. « Ils passent leur temps 
à se vanter de leurs enfants et sont maniaques des promotions, ce qui fait que les gens de 
leur communauté à Barrie les admirent et les envient. Leur pelouse est toujours tondue, 
leurs rosiers toujours taillés et ils croient que la vie est belle. Mes frères et sœurs et moi 
savons que c'est du bidon, que c'est pour l'apparence. Nous sommes trois sur cinq à 
savoir que nous avons une famille dysfonctionnelle. Pourquoi ferait-on de la peine aux 
deux autres? Ils sont heureux dans leur ignorance. » Il agite la main en esquissant un 
geste magnanime. « C'est comme s'ils étaient sur un bateau. Ils font de la voile sur un 
petit lac artificiel et peu profond, mais ils s'imaginent qu'ils suivent le parcours le plus 
difficile au monde. Nous les observons de la rive et nous savons qu'ils n'ont aucune idée 
de ce qu'ils font, mais je me dis Ils s'amusent, laissons-les faire. Quelle est la pire chose 
qui pourrait leur arriver? S'ils basculent, ils peuvent se relever. L'eau n'arrive qu'aux 
genoux. S'ils ne s'en rendent pas compte par eux-mêmes, nous n'aurons qu'à marcher 
dans l'eau et les ramener. Laissons-les s'amuser. » 
Satisfait de sa dernière analogie, il consulte sa montre Gucci et fait signe à la 
serveuse d'apporter l'addition. Nous ne pouvons pas facturer toutes nos consommations 
sur le compte de la compagnie, alors je sors mon portefeuille. Il marque son refus d'un 
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geste de la main, me fait un clin d'œil et donne sa carte de crédit. En sortant du bar, il met 
un de ses bras glabres autour de mes épaules et m'attire vers lui. Il fait si froid que je ne 
m'y oppose pas. Je sens son manteau raidi par le froid contre mon bras et je suis 
reconnaissante d'avoir ma parka démodée. L'air pique mon visage. « Oui mais c'est un 
froid sec », plaisante-t-il, se moquant des résidents robustes qui habitent les Prairies. 
Depuis que nous sommes arrivés à Régina, il lâche la même plaisanterie chaque fois qu'il 
met les pieds dehors. En arrivant devant la porte de ma chambre d'hôtel, il s'approche de 
moi et je peux sentir sa respiration au-dessus de ma tête. Cédant à une ivresse joyeuse, je 
me dis Pourquoi pas et lève la tête pour qu'il m'embrasse. Ce soir, il sera ma béquille. Et 
mon lac artificiel. 
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Chapter 3: Challenges Posed by the Translations 
I briefly reviewed some similarities and differences between Camille Deslauriers and 
Angie Abdou. Although they both are from the same generation and share similar 
academic backgrounds, Deslauriers and Abdou seem to follow different paths in terms of 
creative writing. Consequently, the French and English source texts pose challenges of a 
different nature, requiring the translator to choose her strategies carefully for each of the 
translations if she wishes to remain faithful to the authors, their texts, and to her own 
creativity. In this chapter, firstly I wish to examine Deslauriers' and Abdou's respective 
writing styles to better comprehend how each of the authors demonstrates her creativity 
and how it creates different challenges. Secondly, I will provide illustrative examples of 
challenges I encountered for each author as well as concise explanations on how I 
resolved the complex problems for each of the translations. 
1. Analysis of Particular Challenges 
In this section, I will focus on Deslauriers' use of intertextuality, geographical and 
cultural space, voice, and recursive patterns of images within and between the stories. 
Subsequently, I will make the same type of analysis for Abdou, but this time, in terms of 
writing style, geographical space, and cultural allusions. 
Camille Deslauriers 
Femme-Boa is a collection of short stories that comprises sixteen stories. For this 
project, I chose to translate the nine following stories: Femme-Cyclope, A cappella, Les 
amants de varech, Restes d'embruns, Demain, Intermezzo, Da Capo, Un cadavre sur la 
langue, and Femme-Boa. The comments I will make on these stories apply to all of the 
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stories in the book as they are all intertwined. Indeed, Deslauriers uses intertextuality 
within and between her stories. The leading character in each of the stories is the Boa 
Woman, seen through the eyes of supporting characters such as her children, lovers, etc. 
There are also similarities on the level of writing style. Deslauriers repeats certain 
expressions or sentences within a story and between stories. For the translator, this poses 
a challenge as he or she must do careful readings of each story and notice the repetitions. 
If the translator renders a repeated expression or sentence in a certain way, then he or she 
must remain consistent so as to be faithful to the author and her use of repetition. On a 
third level, there is a network of underlying images within and between the stories. This 
will be discussed at a later time. 
An examination of Camille Deslauriers' texts enables one to notice that she uses 
geographical space abstractly, the same way she depicts the Boa Woman's paintings. In 
Femme-cyelope, we can assume that the action takes place on a beach because it is a 
place where stones can be found and where one would be inspired to paint. 
The stories Les amants de varech, Restes d'embruns, Un cadavre sur la langue, and 
Da capo all take place in apartments of which the locations are never specified. For 
example, the events in Restes d'embruns occur in the Boa Woman's apartment, but the 
location is not mentioned. Deslauriers remains within the realm of the apartment, 
describing the rooms and the objects that fill them. She only refers to an actual place 
when she mentions Thailand and Cuba (32) and once more, she is not specific as her 
focus is not on the place, but rather on the type of place, warm and exotic. Les amants de 
varech and Un cadavre sur la langue both take place in the same apartment, an apartment 
the Boa Woman used to rent. The apartment in Da capo belongs to Sarah, a woman who 
161 
bought a painting from the Boa Woman. In these three stories, Deslauriers never 
mentions the locality of these apartments. 
A cappella's events occur in the Boa Woman's house, whereas Demain takes place in 
a lawyer's office located in a skyscraper, somewhere in an unidentified city, and 
Intermezzo, in the classroom of a music teacher. However, Femme-Boa has multiple 
locations such as a bar, an apartment, a shopping mall, and a public bench. 
In all of these stories, the focus is not on the location where the action takes place, but 
on the connection the author is establishing between these places. The Boa Woman is the 
link to all the spaces and the characters who inhabit them. From this perspective, there is 
no need to specify actual places; they may remain abstract like the paintings depicted in 
some of the stories. 
Although Deslauriers does not root her stories in specific places, such is not the case 
in terms of cultural allusions. Two of the ways in which Deslauriers makes use of cultural 
allusions is with borrowings from other languages, namely English and Italian, and 
musical references. In A cappella, Restes d'embruns, and Demain, there are numerous 
borrowings from the English language. As these texts are being translated into English, 
the challenge for the translator is not great although the need to signal these borrowings 
in the original text to the reader of the translator has to be examined. However, should 
these texts have been translated into Spanish, for example, the translator would have had 
to make a choice in regards to the rendering of these terms. There are also borrowings 
from the Italian language and the terminology of music for the titles A cappella, 
Intermezzo, and Da capo. In such a case, the translator must research these terms and 
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compare their relevance to the contents of the stories in order to make a decision whether 
these terms should be translated or whether they are best left in Italian. 
Cultural allusions can also be acknowledged through French, Italian, and Spanish 
musical references in A cappella, Les amants de varech, Intermezzo, and Da capo. The 
translator deals with references to songs, to musical pieces, and to music terminology. 
How does one go about rendering these references for the English-Canadian culture? To 
make matters more complex, the same choice cannot be exercised in each of the cases, 
but rather the translator must take each reference separately and treat it as so. 
Some of the difficulties of translating Deslauriers' texts come from the use of 
multiple voices. Deslauriers establishes connections between the stories and she also 
makes connections among the characters, all of whom share a link through the Boa 
Woman, whether directly or indirectly. Deslauriers lets the readers discover the Boa 
Woman through the characters' different points of view. 
In A cappella and Un cadavre sur la langue, Deslauriers gives voice to two children, 
Nanette and Loic respectively. Both stories are written in the first person singular. 
Femme-cyclope has two points of view, that of the narrator (third person singular) and of 
the piece of art, which Deslauriers personifies by using the first person singular. In stories 
such as Les amants de varech, Demain, Da capo, and Femme-Boa, it is the narrator (third 
person singular) who lets us enter into the minds of Odile, the plumber, the lawyer, Sarah, 
and the Boa Woman. In Intermezzo, the narrator remains; however, rather than reading 
the story from the standpoint of a single character, the narrator speaks the mind of the 
student and the piano teacher. 
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The difficulty for the translator lies in conveying the right tone for each of the stories. 
For example, in A cappella and Un cadavre sur la langue, the stories are seen 
through the eyes of children, so the tone and vocabulary adopted are extremely important. 
For readers to remember that they are within a child's mind, the translator must use a 
childlike vocabulary and generate sentence structures that reflect a child's tone. Similarly, 
in Restes d'embruns, the translator tells the story through the eyes of the plumber; the 
choice of words is imperative as they must be of a sensual nature, and the tone must 
reflect the somewhat perverted plumber's view of the Boa Woman's intimate life, 
although the voice of the plumber is surprisingly literary in places. In short, there are nine 
stories and therefore nine different voices to render through vocabulary and tone. 
Finally, Deslauriers follows intricate patterns of images within and between the 
stories. Within the stories, she creates vivid images using a formal and poetic style of 
writing, all the while integrating themes such as music and water. For example in 
Intermezzo, she introduces the terminology of music, which overlaps with the main theme 
of the story, a teenage girl discovering her sexuality. The combination of both 
components imparts a sensual flavour to the story. In French, the reader is enticed with 
the musicality and sensuality of the text. It is then the translator's mission to convey these 
emotions as well as the pulsating and undulating rhythm of the story in the English 
language. In Un cadavre sur la langue, Deslauriers steers away from the musical 
sensuality to express a lingering fear that the little boy must overcome. In this story, the 
theme of water is explored. The child is afraid every time he takes his bath, for he 
imagines that countless dangerous fish are watching him, waiting to attack him. His 
solution: to run his bath with boiling water in order to kill the nasty fish. The same 
underlying image of water and the bath recur in Les amants de varech in which Odile 
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remembers moments from her past such as her husband, Louis, drowning, everytime she 
takes a bath. All of these images are extremely vivid through Deslauriers' choice of 
words, formal and poetic level of language, especially since within and between the 
stories, they are recursive. This requires the translator to be skilful and imaginative in 
order to re-create Deslauriers' imagery in the target language. 
Angie Abdou 
In Anything Boys Can Do, a collection of twelve short stories, I chose to translate the 
following three: Flannel Nightmares, Bruised Apples, and A Shallow Lake. One might 
wonder about the imbalance between the number of stories translated from Deslauriers' 
collection and the number of stories translated from Abdou's collection. Deslauriers' 
stories are mostly short, whereas Abdou's are longer. I wish to focus my analysis of 
Abdou's texts on geographical rootedness, followed by cultural references, verb tense, 
and finally, colloquial expressions as challenges posed by these three stories. 
Contrary to Deslauriers' stories, Abdou's have no connection between each other. 
Each story has its own plot and characters. They are nevertheless representative of the 
collection as a whole in that they pose similar challenges, as mentioned above. In terms 
of geographical rootedness, Abdou has created an environment by anchoring her stories 
in concrete places. The action always takes place in specific circumstances, towns, and 
provinces. For example, in Flannel Nightmares, Joyce and Murray live in London, 
Ontario, and plan on attending a wedding located near Stratford at a hotel called the 
Millstone Resort. Similarly, in Bruised Apples, Marilyn, who moved from Saskatchewan 
to Ontario to earn her PhD, has decided to go to Quebec for a six-week period and 
become an apple picker. Throughout the story, Abdou continues to allude to places like 
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Montreal, Regina, and Queen's University. Finally, in A Shallow Lake, the action takes 
place at the Keg in Regina. Further in the story, the male protagonist recollects past 
events such as the 2000 Olympics in Sydney. 
Since Abdou firmly anchors her stories in a North American context, the cultural 
references she makes can be problematic for the translator. For example, in Flannel 
Nightmares and Bruised Apples, she alludes to specific popular North American singers 
and song titles. In A Shallow Lake, she refers to brand names. The translator must 
therefore analyze the contexts in which these cultural references are made, but most 
importantly, be consistent in the approach that will be adopted to render these references 
in the target language. Given the fact that these stories are translated for a Québécois 
readership, we can assume that the Québécois reader and the English-Canadian reader 
share some common cultural space, enabling them both to relate to these cultural 
references. 
Another challenge I stumbled across relates to verb tense. In Flannel Nightmares and 
Bruised Apples, the events do not necessarily take place in a chronological order. On the 
contrary, there are flashbacks to the pasts of both female protagonists. To recount these 
events, Abdou uses the simple past, which in English expresses completed actions that 
occurred in the past. In French, this tense would translate into the "passé simple," which 
also expresses a completed action that bears no relation to the present. However, the 
simple past can also be translated by the "imparfait" that shows an action taking place at 
some point in the past, but without specifying its beginning and end; thus, the action has 
been partly accomplished, but is not at an end. Indeed, verb tense presents difficulties for 
the translator as each scene from the past must be situated within a time frame. 
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Lastly, the most formidable challenge in translating Abdou's stories pertains to the 
rendering of colloquial expressions. This difficult task falls within Abdou's informal style 
of writing. Unlike Deslauriers' literary style, Abdou does not use a poetic level of 
language, but rather a familiar type of conversational language. This creates problems in 
the translation as it generates expressions that cannot be translated literally and that do 
not always have an equivalent in the French language. The translator must therefore be 
creative to render accurately the meaning of these expressions. Furthermore, before even 
attempting to find equivalents, the translator must make sure that she fully understands 
the meanings of these expressions. More than once I came across colloquial expressions 
where the meaning was not obvious and not found in reference books. In this way, 
multiple readings became necessary. 
This analysis demonstrates that Deslauriers and Abdou have different writing styles 
and the challenges posed by translating their texts differ and require various strategies in 
order for the translator to be faithful to both authors and their texts, and to express her 
own creativity. In the following section, I will provide illustrative examples of these 
challenges and discuss how I resolved the problems encountered. 
2. Examples of Translation Problems and Strategies 
The translation of Deslauriers' and Abdou's texts posed different problems for each 
of the translations. This was to be expected since they do not share the same writing style. 
In this section, I will look at each author individually and give concrete examples of 
difficulties that I faced, as well as demonstrate the strategies that I applied in each case. 
Firstly, I will discuss Deslauriers' texts, focussing on five types of problems found: 
repetition, plays on words, borrowings from other languages, musical allusions, and 
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imagery. Secondly, 1 will give examples of problems found in Abdou's texts, focussing 
on plays on words, cultural references, names, and titles. 
Camille Deslauriers 
In her stories, Camille Deslauriers uses repetition to create a network of underlying 
images within and between the stories. In my analysis, I have identified three types of 
repetition: repetition of fragmented sentence structures, repetition of sentences, and 
repetition of specific words. In all three instances, I had to make careful readings and 
notice these intricate patterns so as to reproduce them faithfully in the English language. 
For any translator, fragmented sentence structures tend to be a challenge. In translating 
Camille Deslauriers' texts, one of the most important challenges I had to face was that of 
imitating the French fragmented sentence structure, which is recurrent in Restes 
d'embruns, Da capo, and Femme-Boa. For example, in Restes d'embruns, the plumber is 
fantasizing about the Boa Woman, imagining that she is enticing him as he makes his 
way to the bathroom. In his mind, he expresses his deepest desires. Deslauriers voices the 
thoughts of the plumber as follows: 
Te voilà qui fantasmes encore. Comme si tu pouvais sentir les histoires 
impudiques qui, pareilles à des odeurs, se seraient incrustées dans les plis et 
les fibres des multiples tissus, tu imagines. Qu'elle te murmure de la suivre 
dans la chambre. Qu'elle s'effeuille un peu à chacun de ses pas. Qu'elle te 
supplie de lui suggérer ce qu'elle doit enfiler pour te plaire. Que tu choisis le 
déshabillé. Et vos chairs se cherchent entre les textiles et s'enchevêtrent dans 
un lissage de satin et de plumes. Juste ici. Au fond de la garde-robe. (Restes 
d ' e m b r u n s  3 1 )  
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There you go, fantasizing again. As if you could smell the obscene stories 
that, just like scents, have become embedded in the pleats and fibres of the 
many fabrics. You imagine her whispering to you to follow her into the 
bedroom, shedding a piece of clothing with every step she takes. Begging 
you to tell her what she should slip on to please you. Letting you choose the 
negligee. And your bodies seek one another between the sheets and become 
tangled in the sleek satin and the feathers. Right here. At the back of the 
closet, (my translation 55-56) 
The conveyance of the plumber's thoughts proved to be difficult since Deslauriers 
experiments with fragmented sentences. She ends the second sentence with "tu imagines" 
and follows with four sentence fragments beginning with "que." I chose to clarify the 
connection between the sentences by translating the first of the fragments with "You 
imagine her whispering... shedding," followed by two sentence fragments beginning with 
other verbals - "Begging" and "Letting." I considered both the translations: "You 
imagine that she whispers to you" and "You imagine her whispering to you." I eliminated 
the first possibility as the conjunction "that" would have weighed down the text heavily; I 
chose the second possibility since it better reflects the rhythm of the source text. The use 
of this type of fragmented sentence structure is frequent, which is why it was important to 
settle on only one of the possibilities and make sure to repeat it in English as Deslauriers 
had done in French. 
Similarly, Deslauriers uses sentences that reoccur later in the text. Les amants de 
varech illustrates this type of recurrence. Sentences such as "Odile a éteint les lumières, 
puis allumé une chandelle" and "Elle s'immerge complètement" (21) are repeated toward 
the end of the story (26). It is necessary to pay attention to this kind of detail, otherwise I 
would not be consistent with myself and the author. I rendered these two sentences as 
"Odile has turned off the lights, then has lit a candle" and "She immerses herself 
completely," and then repeated this wording in the last paragraph of the story. 
The last type of repetition I noted pertains to specific terms that reoccur within 
Deslauriers' texts. For example, the word "sexe" is used in Demain, Intermezzo, and Da 
capo yet in very different contexts, requiring different renderings. The following are 
examples of contexts in which the word was used, accompanied by my translations. 
Elle sourit et ferme les yeux à demi. Elle se charge de tout, elle promet, il n'a 
qu'à la laisser faire, comme un viol. Elle prononce ce mot en riant 
franchement. Voilà. Oui. Comme ça. Elle gardera ses dessous de dentelles. 
Ne lui imposera même pas le spectacle de son corps. Elle ne fait 
qu'emprunter son sexe, le glisser sous sa jupe. Non, non, ça ne lui fait pas 
mal. C'est même très agréable. Du moment qu'il lui implante un fœtus dans 
l'utérus. (Demain 60) 
She smiles and half closes her eyes. She will see to everything, she promises, 
all he has to do is let her do it herself, like a rape. She laughs candidly as she 
pronounces this word. There. Yes. Like that. She will keep her lace lingerie 
on. Will not even impose on him the sight of her body. She is only borrowing 
his penis, slipping it under her skirt. No, no, it does not hurt her. It is even 
very pleasant. As long as he implants a foetus in her womb, (my translation 
65) 
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Il fixe les ondulations des mains. Regarde les doigts lécher les touches. Les 
imagine sur son corps. Des effleurements en arpèges qui se faufilent de 
l'épine dorsale à son ventre, jusqu'à s'enrouler autour de son sexe. Il se figure 
nu, abandonné aux dix doigts tentacules de cette fille-femme ravageuse et 
sensuelle, comme il les aime. (Intermezzo 84) 
He stares at the undulations of her hands. Watches the fingers licking the 
keys. Imagines them on his body. Gentle arpeggio strokes that thread their 
way from his backbone to his stomach to finally coil round his erection. He 
pictures himself naked, surrendering to the ten tentacle fingers of this girl-
woman who is ravaging and sensual, the way he likes them, (my translation 
70) 
À chacun de ses retours au réel, en se massant, elle teste sa matérialité, 
section de corps par section de corps. Les pieds, les jambes, les cuisses, les 
aines, le sexe, le ventre, la gorge et les bras. (Da capo 91) 
Every time she comes back to reality, she puts her material existence to the 
test by massaging herself, one part of her body at a time. Feet, legs, thighs, 
groin, genitals, stomach, throat, and arms, (my translation 76) 
In the first instance, the action is taking place in the lawyer's office and the Boa Woman 
is trying to seduce him so that she will become pregnant. There is nothing to romanticize 
the scene; the lawyer and the Boa Woman are crudely having sex in his office. To convey 
this bluntness and lack of emotion, I chose the anatomical term "penis" in the target 
language. The following example depicts the piano teacher's fantasies. The image is not 
as shocking as the previous one. Although the teacher is not in love with the young girl, 
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he is in love with music, which, in her own way, she represents. In such a case, I wanted 
to be more nuanced. "Erection" refers to the male organ and conveys the sensual flavor of 
the source text. In the third example, Deslauriers uses the term "sexe" to talk about the 
female organ. She is explaining that Sarah must feel the different parts of her body to 
make sure that she is really here. Within this enumeration, no sexuality or sensuality is 
implied; there is simply a listing of body parts. To that effect, there was no need to infer 
more meaning than the author intended and therefore, I believe that "genitals" blended 
quite well in the list. In this particular case, I had to be consistent in my readings to notice 
the repetition of the word "sexe"; however, contrary to the other types of repetition that 
required consistency in the wording, such was not the case here. The same word was 
repeated in different contexts and therefore translated differently each time, according to 
the context. 
Another problem I encountered results from plays on words. At times, Deslauriers 
uses words that are not easily transposed in the English language and required creativity 
on my part since there were no equivalents for them. Such was the case in A cappella for 
which I was able to adapt a pun: 
Moi, j'écoutais dans le salon, dans l'autre appareil, le petit, celui qui a coûté 
seulement dix dollars et qui sonne des échos. Maman a aussi dit à grand-mère 
Vert-de-Gris qu'elle allait bientôt revenir, quand on l'aurait payée et si elle 
était grosse. Qu'elle le saurait dans moins de deux semaines. Que ça avait 
peut-être marché, avec l'avocat, pour la petite sœur qu'elle m'avait promise. 
L'avocat est une grosse poire verte. Je me demande quel est le rapport avec la 
venue d'une petite sœur. Il ne goûte même pas bon et le noyau est presque 
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plus gros que le fruit, c'est dangereux de se casser les dents et de devoir 
passer le reste de sa vie sans sourire. (A cappella 16) 
I was listening from the living room, on the other phone, the small one, the 
one that only cost ten dollars and that echoes. Mommy also told Granny 
Greengrey that she was coming back soon, once she got paid and if she was 
pregnant. That she would know in less than two weeks. That maybe it had 
worked, with "a turny," for the little sister she had promised me. 
Isn't a "turny" like a turnip? I wonder what a vegetable has to do with the 
arrival of a little sister. It doesn't even taste good and it's hard if you don't 
cook it, you run the risk of breaking your teeth and having to spend the rest of 
your life without smiling, (my translation 43) 
In French, the word "avocat" has two meanings: a lawyer and the fruit of the avocado 
tree. Deslauriers exploited these two definitions to make a play on words. When the 
mother uses the word, she is referring to the lawyer, presumably the lawyer from the 
story Demain. Nanette's interpretation of the word leads the reader to the second 
meaning, that of the fruit. I found it impossible to render this pun in English. The words 
lawyer/avocado led to a misinterpretation of the source text. I chose to translate this 
passage by adapting with an element that was not present in the original: I made a pun 
with the word "attorney," spelling it "a turny." However, the strategy adopted brought 
about a minor change in meaning. In my translation, Nanette no longer associates the 
term "avocat" with a fruit, like in the French version; she now associates "a turny" with a 
vegetable. By slightly changing the way in which Nanette misunderstands her mother's 
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reference to a lawyer, or attorney, I was able to keep some of Deslauriers' original 
humour. 
In the same story, Nanette calls "Vert-de-gris" the woman she and her mother found 
on the street, a homeless gray-haired person who carries her things in green garbage bags. 
The focus is on both colors, which must be rendered in the target language. I opted for 
"Granny Greengrey." The repetition of the "g" consonant compensates for the play on 
words. The translation gives the name more credibility as it is the type of name a child 
would tend to make up for an adult. 
Throughout her texts, Deslauriers borrows from other languages such as Italian, 
Spanish, and English. Borrowings from Italian are found in the titles: A cappella, 
Intermezzo, and Da capo. The meanings of these three terms are as follows: 
unaccompanied; a piece performed independently; and something musical repeated from 
the beginning, respectively. A cappella is about a little girl who sings to scare the 
monsters away while Intermezzo relates the story of a teenage girl for whom music is an 
outlet and finally, Da capo is about a woman who just went through a breakup and must 
start over. These titles convey accurately the meanings of each of the stories; it was only 
fitting that they remain untouched in the translation. Furthermore, I believe that by 
refraining from translating the Italian titles, I was able to retain the flavour of the original. 
Apart from borrowing from the Italian language, Deslauriers makes allusions to 
the Spanish culture. In Intermezzo, she refers to Danses gitanes (81) from Joaquin Turina, 
a Spanish composer of classical music. The original title is Danzas Gitanas, which the 
author did not include in her text. Since the author used the French translation of the title 
in her text, I decided to use the English translation, Gypsy Dances. However, this was not 
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the case for another title, Danza de la seduccion (83), which Deslauriers deliberately kept 
in the original language. This title means dance of seduction. It is the second piece the 
teenage girl plays and the shift in the mood is almost palpable in the text. In this instance, 
it was necessary to convey the sensuality that begins to emerge from the text; therefore, I 
did not translate the title of the piece into English. 
Finally, I also noted English borrowings in Demain. The terms "morning man" (55), 
"strip tease" (59), and "weird" (60) are present in this story. There are no creative 
solutions that can be applied in this particular situation. The only possibility is to leave 
the words as they are. Although some of the terms such as "striptease" have been 
accepted in the French language, there is a loss nevertheless, because in the translation no 
borrowed words are used. 
Although Deslauriers' texts are not geographically rooted in specific places and, in 
some ways, the stories seem to take place in worlds filled with abstractness, Deslauriers 
still makes cultural references that required certain strategies. For example, in A cappella, 
the story begins with "Au clair de la lune," (13) a French children's song. This posed a 
complex problem. Should I remain faithful to the author and foreignize or should I 
prioritize the reader and domesticate? Surely many Anglophones are familiar with this 
French song, but since the texts are not rooted in specific places and cultural contexts, it 
seemed strange to integrate a French title without it being justified somehow. I chose to 
adapt this musical allusion and rendered it with "Twinkle, twinkle little star." 
In the same story, I faced a similar problem, but this time, with the term "maman." 
How to render it best? If Nanette would have referred to her mother as "ma mère," then 
the problem would have been solved with "my mother." However, "maman" is the 
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referent, reminding us that it is a little girl who is telling her story. I chose to remain 
consistent in my approach and applied the strategy of adaptation. I remained faithful to 
the child's voice and used "mommy." This strategy was also consistent with my 
treatment of the previously mentioned challenges in this story, the children's song title 
and the name Granny Greengrey. 
The last cultural reference that I believe is worth mentioning is "Monsieur Dépéji" 
(17) in A cappella. First, it refers to a Canadian governmental institution, the Commission 
des droits de la personne et des droits de la jeunesse (Youth Protection Services), known 
by Francophones and Anglophones. Second, it is spelled the same way a child would 
have spelled it, that is as if the word had been spoken. My primary concern was to render 
the cultural reference and afterwards, if the context permitted it, to render the childlike 
spelling of the word. 1 believe I fulfilled the first requirement with "Mr. 
Youthprotection," enabling readers to understand who the visitor was at Nanette's house. 
However, I was unable to retain Deslauriers' playfulness in terms of the spelling and 
came to a loss. 
Lastly, Deslauriers puts much emphasis on the images she creates, which poses a 
great challenge for the translator. As mentioned previously, the images are vivid; they 
must be conveyed accordingly. For example, in the following excerpt, she depicts an 
image that is dreamlike and nightmarish: 
Chaque nuit, en fixant le mur, Odile imagine cette scène : Louis, en train de 
se noyer; elle, qui surnage. Il lui tend la main. Elle le regarde. Elle ne dit rien. 
N'approche pas. Elle n'arrive jamais à saisir le sens de leurs gestes. Elle ne 
peut déterminer si c'est elle qui ne veut pas le retenir à la vie ou si c'est lui 
qui tente de l'attirer dans la mort. Elle passe les heures d'insomnie qui suivent 
à se fracasser sur des récifs. Ce qu'elle aurait dû faire. Ce qu'elle n'aurait pas 
dû dire. Elle a l'impression de vivre avec un invisible noyé accroché à son 
cou. Tout le long du jour, deux mains spectrales la tenaillent et l'étouffent. 
{Les amants  de varech 22)  
Every night, staring at the wall, Odile imagines this scene: Louis, drowning; 
her, floating. He holds out his hand to her. She looks at him. She does not say 
anything. Does not approach. She never manages to grasp the meaning of 
their gestures. She cannot determine if it is she who is refusing to pull him 
towards life, or if it is he who is attempting to draw her to her death. She 
spends the following sleepless hours crashing into reefs. The things she 
should have done. The things she should not have said. She feels as if she 
were living with an invisible drowned man clinging to her neck. Throughout 
the day, two ghostly hands torment her and choke her. (my translation 48-49) 
In this passage, Deslauriers focuses on two major points: first, Odile's inner struggle 
concerning her husband and the issues she had with him, and second, the image she has 
of him, as someone clinging to her and luring her to her death. It is the translator's job to 
convey the hopelessness transpiring from the text. At first glance, one notices that there is 
a sense of rhythm in the text through punctuation and length of sentences. In the 
translation, I remained close to the original by punctuating and reproducing the sentence 
structures in order to render this rhythm, which reflects Odile's dilemma as to the 
distance that must or should separate her from her husband. The second important 
element is how her husband makes her feel now, even though he is dead. She feels that he 
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is still clutching to her and choking her. The choice of words is imperative here because it 
is the key element to making the reader feel exactly what Odile is feeling. I believe that 
the terms "cling," "torment," and "choke" accurately render her emotions and thus enable 
the reader to sympathize with her. 
At times, Deslauriers forms short but effective sentences such as "L'eau creva comme 
un oeil" (Femme-cyclope 11) to project clear images. It is obvious that she chose her 
words carefully and I did the same: I rendered it with "The water burst open like an eye," 
which conveys the same image and meaning as in the source text. 
Angie Abdou 
The translation problems I wish to address for Angie Abdou's texts are the following: 
play on words, cultural allusions, names, and titles. When dealing with a play on words, 
the translator may be faced with a possible loss, or perhaps a gain. Susan Bassnett defines 
loss and gain in the following terms: 
Once the principle is accepted that sameness cannot exist between two 
languages, it becomes possible to approach the question of loss and gain in 
the translation process. It is again an indication of the low status of translation 
that so much time should have been spent on discussing what is lost in the 
transfer of a text from SL to TL whilst ignoring what can also be gained, for 
the translator can at times enrich or clarify the SL text as a direct result of the 
translation process. Moreover, what is often seen as 'lost' from the SL 
context may be replaced in the TL context [...]. (Translation Studies 30) 
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It is true that, as translators, we tend to focus on losses we experience during the transfer 
into the target language rather than concentrate on the notable gains. Nevertheless, there 
are some instances in which terms or concepts from the source language simply do not 
exist in the target language, making a literal translation impossible. When this type of 
situation arises, the translator must improvise and find another strategy as I will 
demonstrate with an excerpt from Flannel Nightmares, in which Joyce's New Zealand 
lover confronts her about their relationship: 
"What we need here is some honesty. This - " he pounded her desk, a desk 
they had talked across frequently. "This is the Table of Truth. When we come 
here, we say what's in our hearts. We don't play games. Honesty. Absolute 
honesty. That's our goal." 
His voice and the furrow of his eyebrows were so sincere that they would 
have scared Joyce but for the trace of accent that made him pronounce Table 
of Truth as Table of Troof. 
Yes indeed, thought Joyce, this is the Table of Troof. (19) 
Eric is an anthropologist from New Zealand that Joyce met in the midst of her numerous 
encounters. It was impossible to translate "Table of Troof' literally or even to find a play 
on words to compensate. In spite of that, compensation proved to be the strategy I used 
by way of explanation: 
- Ce qu'il nous faut, c'est de l'honnêteté. Ça - dit-il en cognant sur son 
bureau, un bureau autour duquel ils avaient souvent parlé - Ça, c'est la Table 
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des Vérités. Lorsqu'on s'y assoit, on dit ce qui est dans notre cœur. On ne 
joue pas de jeu. L'honnêteté. L'honnêteté absolue. C'est notre but. 
Sa voix ainsi que le froncement de ses sourcils étaient d'une telle sincérité 
qu'ils auraient fait peur à Joyce si cela n'avait été de son accent néo-zélandais 
qui le faisait prononcer certains mots d'une manière amusante. 
En effet, pensa Joyce, cela est véritablement très amusant, (my translation 
103-104) 
In the second paragraph, I deliberately dropped the specific example, "Table of Troof," 
and chose to explain that his New Zealand accent made him pronounce certain words in 
an amusing way. In the third paragraph, I used the same strategy and repeated that, 
indeed, it was amusing. Reproducing the New Zealand accent in the target language was 
not possible and even though I was able to convey the original message partly, there was 
a loss. 
In spite of losses such as the one just described, once in a while, the translator can 
gain from the translation process as I will demonstrate in the following example from 
Bruised Apples. In this excerpt, Marilyn and Steve are at a pub at Queen's, having a 
philosophical conversation with other students: 
"Gravity's one medium of love," a graduate student in philosophy responded 
somberly. "A bird loves the air. A fish loves the sea." 
"And I love my beer," Steve chipped in, not at all fond of the flighty 
conversations grad students were prone to after a few drinks. (51) 
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At first glance, the words "air,", "sea," and "beer" seem trifling, but when I translated 
them into French, I produced an effect that was not in the original. 
- La gravité est un des véhicules de l'amour, avait répondu d'un air sombre 
un étudiant au doctorat en philosophie. Un oiseau aime l'air. Un poisson aime 
la mer. 
- Et moi j'aime ma bière, avait dit Steve pour mettre son grain de sel, lui qui 
n'aimait pas les conversations de haut vol que les étudiants étaient enclins à 
avoir après quelques verres, (my translation 148) 
"Air" remained "air", whereas "sea" became "mer," and "beer" translated into "bière." In 
French, these three words rhyme. When Steve contributes to the conversation, it sounds 
as though his remark is deliberate in order to lighten the seriousness of the subject, 
ultimately giving the target text a humoristic flavor. This is an instance where gain has 
been achieved, showing, as Bassnett reminds us, the target text can be enriched through 
the translation process. 
One of the difficulties of translating Abdou's texts is to find equivalents for some of 
her expressions, which I will refer to as cultural allusions. These allusions are very 
evocative, but also deeply rooted in the North American culture. To capture the reader's 
imagination, Abdou uses stylistic devices such as metonymy by substituting the name of 
an attribute to convey a meaning. Such was the case for the expression "Susie 
Homemaker," used in Bruised Apples (41) by Steve's rugby coach to describe Marilyn's 
domestic tendencies. Marilyn kept baking cookies for her husband Steve, which, of 
course, made him gain weight; as a result, the coach was displeased because it would 
interfere with Steve's game and asked Marilyn to stop being a "Susie Homemaker." This 
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expression conveys two meanings. The first refers to a housewife who manages her 
household enthusiastically and the second, to the stereotype of a woman who chooses a 
traditional role. I translated this expression with "femme au foyer," which conveys the 
second meaning although there is some irony in these words because Marilyn is definitely 
not a woman meant to stay at home, even if she is trying to convince herself otherwise. 
In A Shallow Lake, Abdou uses yet another metonymy. The male protagonist speaks 
of his best friend's marriage and how his wife has control over him. The friend is 
described as being a "Ken-Barbie husband" (141). This expression shows that he is a 
submissive man, but also that he is deprived of any personality since he lets his wife 
alienate him from his family, revealing an inherent weakness. Ken and Barbie are 
renowned for being a stereotypical superficial couple that puts Barbie in the spotlight, 
while Ken is in the position of the follower and the submitter. This expression alludes to 
the cultural stereotypes of men and women and as such, its meaning must be transposed 
in the target language in a way that the Quebec reader can relate to. At first, I wanted to 
translate with "un mari soumis," but I would have lost part of the image. As 
Francophones are familiar with Ken and Barbie, "un mari du genre poupée Ken" projects 
Abdou's intended image. 
In addition to cultural allusions, there were specific names, both proper names and 
brand names. In all three texts, Abdou referred to real people such as singers, leading me 
to question myself on the issue of adaptation, but more importantly on consistency of 
approach. For example, In Flannel Nightmares, Abdou alludes to country music singers 
James Taylor (12) and Tanya Tucker (11). As they were unfamiliar to me, I had to 
conduct research to find out who they were and discovered that they are well-known 
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American singers. I decided to leave the original names and their titles untouched in the 
target text, feeling confident that the Quebec reader would not lose the thread of the story. 
Such was also the case for Simon and Garfunkel and their song "I am a rock, I am an 
island" (33), which Abdou made reference to in Bruised Apples. However, to avoid any 
misconstruing, 1 included a translator's footnote in which I provide a rough translation of 
the title that reads "Je suis un roc, je suis une île." After consideration, I decided on this 
strategy because the lyrics reflect the fact that Steve is someone strong who can be 
counted on, an important element for the readers. 
Beside proper names, Abdou also referred to brand names in A Shallow Lake such as 
Tommy Hilfiger (139), Club Monaco (139), GAP (139), Birkenstock (139), Nuts' N 
Bolts (141), Cheese Whiz (144), Great Canadian Bagels (144), and Gucci (145). Except 
for Nuts' N Bolts and Great Canadian Bagels, the rest of the brand names are also part of 
French culture. Therefore, the context enabled me to remain consistent in my approach: 
no adaptation was necessary. However, I do not believe that the same strategy could be 
applied for Nuts' N Bolts because although it might be a common brand name for the 
experienced traveler, such might not be the case for the average person. Rather than 
transferring the actual name into French, I chose to substitute a description of the product, 
"paquets de noix." As for Great Canadian Bagels, I only kept "bagels" because the name 
in its entirety was not necessary to the readers' understanding of the text. 
One expression that required adaptation was "Zone Diet" (140). One could argue that 
the term "diet" undoubtedly refers to the term "diète" in French. Consequently, the 
French reader can easily come to the conclusion that the Zone Diet is some kind of a diet. 
Nevertheless, when examining the context in which the expression is used, one can see 
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that Abdou is making fun of the male protagonist by listing what is in his plate and then 
implying that he must be on the Zone Diet. In French, a possible equivalent or 
counterpart could be "Minçavi," which is a well-known diet in Quebec. Like other diets 
on the market, "Minçavi" is not always taken seriously by consumers. By adapting the 
Zone Diet, I believe I was able to let francophone readers in on Abdou's humor, helping 
them to understand the extent to which the situation is ironic, something 1 might not have 
been able to achieve had I kept the Zone Diet. 
At the end of my translations of Abdou's texts, I had to face one last problem, that of 
translating the titles. In all three cases, it was impossible to translate the titles literally and 
therefore, I had to "tin-flute" them. David Homel coined the term during a discussion of 
his translations of Dany Laferrière; it denotes a radical change in the title of the original 
when it becomes untranslatable in the target language (49). This translation strategy 
echoes Hannah Josephson's translation of Gabrielle Roy's Bonheur d'occasion. The 
literal translation for this title is Secondhand Happiness, which would not have worked 
well as a title. Unwilling to use the literal translation, she drew her inspiration from the 
content of the novel in order to come up with a new title, The Tin Flute, which was also 
retained in Allan Brown's translation decades later. Thus, I chose to adopt a light "tin-
fluting" strategy to translate Abdou's titles. 
For all three stories, I had to examine the stories as a whole so as to come up with 
titles that reflected the contents of the works. A literal translation of Flannel Nightmares 
would have been Cauchemars de flanelle, which, in French, makes little sense. Flannel is 
a soft fabric commonly used for garments and sheets. This fabric is associated with 
comfort. By looking closely at the content of the work, one understands that it is about a 
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woman who, for the most part of her adult life, has led a comfortable life with her 
husband and two children. Somewhere along the way, she grows tired of the everyday 
life she leads and begins to see younger men to regain some of her youthfulness. When 
her husband uncovers her secret, her life becomes a nightmare and ultimately 
comfortless. The title Flannel Nightmares could be seen to be an oxymoron as flannel 
and nightmares are terms that contradict one another. In English, the title reflects the 
content of the work; such must be the case in the French translation. The French adjective 
"douillet" means cozy in English. No longer cozy, Joyce's life becomes a nightmare. The 
title Cauchemars douillets is also a contradiction in terms, all the while introducing the 
content of the story. 
Similarly, the literal translation of Bruised Apples is Pommes meurtries, a textual 
inaccuracy that can misrepresent the actual meaning. In this story, Marilyn decides to go 
to Quebec to work on an apple orchard. She learns how to be an apple picker whilst 
meditating on her own life and the choices she made, which somewhat "bruised" her. The 
adjective "bruised" has a double connotation. The primary meaning refers to apples, but it 
is also implies that she has been hurt. Although in her English title Abdou specifies that 
"bruised" modifies "apples," I opted for a title that conveys the double connotation. As 
French readers will go further into the story, they will interpret Meurtrissures as relating 
to apples and Marilyn's inner struggle. 
Finally, A Shallow Lake presented the same problem in terms of double connotation. 
The adjective "shallow" can refer to waters such as a lake, having little depth, but it also 
means that a person can be superficial. The story is about a woman having dinner with a 
man who takes up all of the conversation. He talks about himself, his friends, and his own 
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family. Never does he inquire about her life. In short, the man is self-centered and 
therefore, superficial. Toward the end of a story, he refers to his dysfunctional family. 
Here, Abdou uses a metaphor to compare the family to a shallow lake, referring to the 
first meaning, the image of a lake that has little depth. In French, it was important to 
convey this double meaning. Consequently, I opted for Un lac artificiel. 
In this chapter, the first section focused on the challenges of these two translations, in 
light of the style of the authors. In the second section, I provided examples of these 
challenges as well as explanations that reflect the strategies I adopted to solve the 
problems posed by the two translations. In short, I wished to examine the "mechanical 
problems" in both translations, whereas in the following chapter, I will focus on my own 
translation process and the knowledge I acquired through these translations. 
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Chapter 4: Reflections on the Translation Process 
In this final chapter, I wish to reflect on my own translation process during the two 
translations through the revisions that were done by both of my thesis advisors. 1 will 
provide examples to illustrate how each of the translations evolved and attempt to put 
into perspective the errors that I made and how I was able to rectify them under the 
supervision of my supervisors. This will enable me to reach a better understanding of my 
mistakes, but above all, to discover where they lie in terms of my relationship with each 
of the languages. 
1. Vocabulary and Syntax 
First, 1 would like to mention that these translations were not done simultaneously; 
they were done separately. I began with the translation of Camille Deslauriers' texts into 
English, and then carried on with the translation of Angie Abdou's stories into French. 
This contributing factor is essential to the analysis of my errors; had I done the 
translations at the same time, it might have generated more mistakes as I switched from 
one language to the other. By focusing on writing in one language at a time, 1 was able to 
remain within the same language system during each of the translation processes and 
therefore I hoped to make fewer linguistic mistakes due to interference. 
Let us first take a look at my translation experience working into English. Here is an 
excerpt from Intermezzo by Deslauriers, followed by my initial translation, and the final 
version after a discussion with my advisor: 
Puis elle continue la pièce. Ravage le silence. Y déracine des sons rauques, y 
arrache des tirades apocalyptiques. Un cyclone, une tempête. Presque 
dérangeant pour l'oreille. Mais, pour l'œil, un spectacle de technique 
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pianistique. Les doigts s'agitent, mus par une tornade de violence qu'ils n'en 
finissent plus de libérer. (82) 
Then she carries on with the piece. Ravages the silence. Eradicates raucous 
sounds from it, extracts apocalyptic tirades from it. A cyclone, a storm. 
Almost disturbing for the ear. But, for the eye, a sight of pianistic 
technique. The fingers become agitated, prompted by a tornado of violence 
they unleash endlessly. (Initial translation) 
Then she carries on with the piece. Ravages the silence. Uproots raucous 
sounds from it, tears apocalyptic tirades from it. A cyclone, a tempest. 
Almost disruptive to the ear. But, to the eye, a display of pianistic 
technique. The fingers move feverishly, driven by a tornado of violence 
endlessly unleashed. (Final translation 68) 
The comparison between the initial translation and the final translation demonstrates two 
sources of difficulty. The first pertains to vocabulary. My advisor explained to me that 
English conveys many nuances through word choice. In English, with its extensive 
vocabulary, there is often a specific word for a specific context. Since Deslauriers' texts 
are filled with poetic and vivid imagery, the translator must attach considerable 
importance to the choice of words in the English language. In my initial translation, I 
failed to convey these subtle nuances; therefore, I had to enlarge my own vocabulary to 
meet this requirement. 
The second source of difficulty relates to idiomaticity, that is the characteristics 
particular to the English language. For example, in the previous excerpt, I used the wrong 
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preposition. Rather than use "to" in my initial translation, I translated with "for," making 
my sentence slightly unidiomatic. Similarly, in my initial translation, I rendered "une 
tornade de violence qu'ils n'en finissent plus de libérer" with "a tornado of violence they 
unleash endlessly." In this instance, I remained too close to the source text. The use of the 
passive voice created a more poetic style in English. 
Now let us look at my translation experience working into French. The following is 
an excerpt from Flannel Nightmares by Angie Abdou, followed by my translation and a 
subsequent revised version: 
Propping her elbows on the granite countertop, she perches on a stool, pulling 
her legs under her shirt and sitting on her feet. Her tiny frame allows her to do 
this without losing balance and toppling the stool over. Even though Joyce is 
into her forties - her fifth decade, she likes to say with a laugh and a cheerful 
recitation of I grow old... I grow old... I shall wear the bottoms of my 
trousers rolled - this childish pose is perfectly comfortable. Murray claims 
there's something youthful about Joyce's whole being, not just her girlish 
figure or the thick black hair falling heavily over her shoulders, but something 
in her energy, her gestures: the way she absent-mindedly twirls a strand of 
hair around her nose as she reads, the way she occasionally and 
unselfconsciously belts out a verse in time with the radio, drawling the lyrics 
of Tanya Tucker's "Delta Dawn." (10-11) 
S'accotant au comptoir de granit, elle se perche sur un tabouret et replie ses 
jambes sous sa chemise de nuit de façon à s'asseoir sur ses pieds. Sa toute 
petite taille lui permet de le faire sans perdre l'équilibre et faire basculer le 
tabouret. Bien que Joyce soit dans la quarantaine - sa cinquième décennie, 
elle aime bien réciter joyeusement : Je vieillis... Je vieillis... Je ferai au bas 
de mes pantalons un retroussis - cette pose enfantine est parfaitement 
confortable. Murray prétend que Joyce arbore un air de jeunesse, non 
seulement à cause de sa taille de jeune fille ou de son épaisse chevelure noire 
qui retombe lourdement sur ses épaules, mais il prétend qu'il y a quelque 
chose dans son énergie, ses gestes : la façon dont elle fait tournoyer 
distraitement une mèche de cheveux autour de son nez en lisant, la façon dont 
parfois, et sans la moindre gêne, elle se met à gueuler d'une voix traînante un 
couplet en mesure avec la chanson « Delta Dawn » de Tanya Tucker à la 
radio. (Initial translation) 
S'appuyant au comptoir de granit, elle se perche sur un tabouret et replie ses 
jambes sous sa chemise de nuit de façon à s'asseoir sur ses pieds. Sa toute 
petite taille lui permet de le faire sans perdre l'équilibre et faire basculer le 
tabouret. Bien que Joyce soit dans la quarantaine - sa cinquième décennie, se 
plaît-elle à dire en riant et en récitant joyeusement : Je vieillis... Je 
vieillis... Je ferai au bas de mes pantalons un retroussis -, elle est 
parfaitement à l'aise dans cette pose enfantine. Murray prétend que l'air 
de jeunesse de Joyce tient non seulement à sa taille de jeune fille ou à son 
épaisse chevelure noire qui retombe lourdement sur ses épaules, mais à ce 
quelque chose dans son énergie, dans ses gestes : la façon dont elle fait 
tournoyer distraitement une mèche de cheveux autour de son nez en lisant, la 
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façon dont parfois, et sans la moindre gêne, elle se met à gueuler d'une voix 
traînante un couplet en mesure avec la chanson « Delta Dawn » de Tanya 
Tucker à la radio. (Final translation 92-93) 
Notice how the syntactic structure of the sentences in the initial translation remains close 
to the source text. My advisor explained to me that, although my sentences were 
grammatically correct, they did not reflect the natural style of French. They did not sound 
natural, but rather awkward. Her comments and concrete examples enabled me to 
distance myself from the form of the original text without losing focus on the meaning 
and render it so as to make it sound more French. 
After meeting with both of my thesis advisors individually and considering the 
comments they had made on my translations, I noted that they had one comment in 
common. Notwithstanding the issues of vocabulary in the English translation and syntax 
in the French translation, both of my advisors agreed on one point: my translations were 
largely accurate, reflecting a solid understanding of the original; however, in some 
instances, they did not always sound natural in the language I was translating into. My 
problem seemed to lie in improving and polishing my writing in each target language. 
How was I going to deal with this complex problem? Although I had already translated 
the stories in both languages, I still had to make corrections. To get a better feel for each 
of the languages, I decided to read exclusively in the language I was translating into. The 
purpose of this exercise was to immerse myself in the language I was working in so as to 
become imbued with it. During this experience, I came across words that gave me ideas 
for my translations and noted them; moreover, I noticed that my sentence structures in 
both languages were improving. My observations were confirmed during the meetings 
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that followed with my thesis advisors. Although I still made certain vocabulary and 
syntax errors in both languages, I could tell from the revisions that 1 was improving. 
2. Bilingual versus Bicultural 
During my "Séminaire de mémoire," I addressed the issue of directionality as a basis 
for my thesis. According to my jury, there was no question that I was able to translate 
into French and English, seeing I was fully bilingual. As I continued to translate and 
reflected on the observations made by my thesis supervisors, I noticed that 
comprehension of the source texts was not an issue in terms of mother tongue 
competency in both languages. 
I did, however, encounter a few problems that involved biculturalism rather than 
bilingualism. Specifically, there are many cultural references in all three of Abdou's 
stories that presume the reader has a good knowledge of contemporary English Canadian 
culture. For example, in Flannel Nightmares, Abdou makes cultural references to the 
National Post (10), Alice Munro (10), Tanya Tucker (11), Stratford (12), Ontario (12), 
and James Taylor (12), to name a few. In Bruised Apples, Abdou referred to Quebec (30), 
Ontario (30), Vancouver (30), Simon and Garfunkel (33), Montreal (35), Saskatchewan 
(39), Dante (44), Regina (44), Queen's University (44), and Aristotle (51). And finally, in 
A Shallow Lake, there were more cultural references such as Birkenstock (139), Regina 
(140), Zone Diet (140), Nuts 'N Bolts (141), and Robert Altman (144). In a few 
instances, I myself was unfamiliar with the reference: some singers, Birkenstock, and 
Robert Altman, for example. I first checked out the reference, to ensure I understood it. 
As I translated, I found that I was adopting different translation strategies. In most cases I 
retained the cultural reference, but occasionally I adapted it. 
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Several important issues arose as 1 struggled with these references. First, 1 realized 
that I had to consider who my reader was. I had to put myself in the reader's place, and 
decide if he or she would be able to understand Abdou's cultural allusions. A Quebec 
reader would probably be familiar with many of the North American cultural references. 
Second, 1 had to consider that Abdou's stories are clearly rooted in English-Canadian 
culture. And third, I had to be consistent in my approach: either I chose to leave the 
references culturally rooted as in the source text or I adapted all of them to bring the text 
closer to the French-Canadian reader. In most cases, 1 retained the English term or name, 
reflecting plots constructed within an English-Canadian context. I realized that decisions 
concerning the translation strategies adopted during the translation process are not made 
arbitrarily. 
This experience has showed me that although I am bilingual, I am not fully bicultural 
in terms of English-Canadian culture. Had I been more familiar with Abdou's cultural 
references, I would not have attempted to adapt them for the French-Canadian reader. 
Translating Deslauriers' stories also required some research. For example, she uses 
musical terms in some of her titles and within the stories. These terms are used in their 
original language, Italian. A musician myself, I was familiar with some of them; 
however, I still conducted research. For the titles, I noticed that their meaning reflected 
the context of each story. Such was the case for A cappella, Intermezzo, and Da capo. As 
for the terms within the stories, I learned that they were accepted terms in both of the 
languages. I therefore chose not to change any of them so as to keep the foreign flavor, all 
the while remaining faithful to the author. 
193 
3. Knowledge Acquired 
This project has been a learning experience from the beginning. My thesis supervisors 
raised my consciousness on several occasions through the revisions they made of my 
translations. As the translations evolved, my thesis advisors made several comments 
through which I understood that, by striving to remain faithful to the original texts and 
their authors, I failed to render them idiomatically in both languages. Their comments 
helped me to comprehend that to better convey an idea, I had to distance myself from the 
form and syntax of the original text. From then on, my personal strategy was to read 
exclusively in the language I was working in to become imbued with it. In retrospect, I 
believe it helped me render my texts with more idiomaticity. 
Working with Deslauriers and Abdou 
Fundamentally, translation, whether translating from French into English or vice 
versa, poses the same challenge: to convey a meaning from a source text in another 
language. However, there are different nuances and challenges, depending on the text that 
is being translated, the style of the writer, etc. The translations of Deslauriers' and 
Abdou's texts enabled me to understand that the subtleties of different texts require 
different strategies. 
In translating Deslauriers' texts into English, I had to expand my English vocabulary. 
Her writing is highly poetic and therefore requires a rich vocabulary to convey with 
accuracy the meaning of the source text. Intermezzo was probably the most difficult of 
Deslauriers' texts to translate because it blends musicality, sensuality, and mixed 
emotions. The sentences are short, but they contain a great deal of connotative meanings 
and a multitude of vivid images. For example: 
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Les doigts. S'abattent un à un sur les touches dans un claquement rythmé. Dix 
longs fouets retenus par une paume ravageuse. Une main animale, qui vient 
griffer la peau du silence. La pénétrer sauvagement pour y imprimer des 
hiéroglyphes sonores. (82) 
This short paragraph contains much animalism. Deslauriers makes unusual word 
combinations, imparting an exotic flavor to her texts. To render these word combinations, 
it was necessary to enlarge my vocabulary and demonstrate much creativity. I translated 
this excerpt as follows: 
The fingers. One by one, beating down on the keys in a rhythmic banging. 
Ten long whips held by two ravaging palms. Animal hands that scratch the 
skin of silence. That savagely penetrate it to imprint acoustic hieroglyphs on 
it. (my translation 68) 
Translating Abdou's stories posed a different challenge, but required just as much 
effort. Unlike Deslauriers, Abdou has a colloquial style of writing. Expressions such as 
"Teachers' college is so 9 AM" {Bruised Apples 30) were troublesome because they do 
not have an equivalent in French. Moreover, before even attempting to translate this 
expression, 1 had to make sure that I understood its meaning. Afterwards, I had to create 
an equivalent in French that would render the original meaning without losing Abdou's 
colloquial style. 1 translated this expression with "On est déjà loin de la formation des 
maîtres," which 1 believe conveys the same meaning as Abdou's original expression. 
The translations of Deslauriers' and Abdou's short stories gave me the opportunity to 
put into practice a variety of translation strategies, but they also enabled me to discover 
some of my own skills as a translator, all the while confirming some of the theories I had 
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examined. For example, Jeanne Dancette advocated that bilingualism was not the only 
quality required to be a translator: to make a good translation, one has to understand the 
source text perfectly to render it accurately. Throughout all of my translations, I 
discovered, whether I was working into French or English, that the major challenge for 
me was not comprehension of the original; rather, it was polishing my language and style 
in my writing of the target text. At times I had difficulty rendering some of the 
expressions or sentences, but it was not a question of comprehension, rather a question of 
vocabulary and idiomaticity. This experience has allowed me to uncover my strengths 
and weaknesses as a translator. I was able to learn from my mistakes through the 
translations and the help of both of my advisors. This can only help me to improve my 
skills as a translator in future translations. 
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